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THE 

TURTLE AND SPARROW. 

AN ELBGIAG TALE. 

OCCASIONED BY THE »EATH OP PRINCE OEORQE, 
1708. » 

"D E H I N D an unfreqnented glade, 

■■-^ Where yew and myrtle mix their fhadci 

A widow turtle peniive fat. 

And wept her murdered lover's fate. 

The fparrow chanc'd that way to walk 5 

(A bird that loves to chirp and talk) ; 

Be fure he did the turtle greet ; 

She anfwer'd him as (he thought rneet^ 

Sparrows and turtles, by the bye, 

Can think as well at you or 1 : 10 
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But how they did their thoughts exprefs. 
The margin fhews by T and S, 

T. My hopes are loft, my joys are fled ; 
Alas ! I weep Columbo dead : 

Come, all ye winged lovers, come, 15 

Drop pinks and daifies on his tomb : 
Sing, Philomel, his funeral verfe ; 
Ye pious redbreafts, deck his hearfe : 
Fair fwans, extend your dying throats^ 
Columbo'a death requires your notes : 20 

" For him, my friends, for him I moan, 
** My dear Columbo, dead and gone." 

Stretch'd on the bier Columbo lies ; 
P^e are his cheeks, and clos'd his eyes ; 
Thofe cheeks, where Beauty fmiling lay ; 35 

Thofe eyes, where Love was us'd to play* 
Ah ! cruel Fate, alas ! how foon 
That beauty and thofe joys are flown I 

Columbo is no more : ye Floods, 
Bear the fad found to diftant Woods ; 30 

The found let Echo's voice reftore^ 
And fay, Columbo is no more. 
•* Ye Floods, ye Woods, ye Echoes, moan 
** My dear Columbo, dead and gone." 

The Dryads all forfook the wood, 35 

And mournful Naiads round me ftood^ 
The tripping fawns and fairies came. 
All confcious of our mutual flame, 
•• To figh for him, with me to moan 
*< My dear Columbo> dead and gone." 40 

Venus 
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Venu9 difdain'd not to appear. 
To lend my grief a friendly ear ; 
But what avails her kindneis now ? 
She ne'er (hall hear my fecond vow : 
The Loves, that round their mother flew, 45 

Did in her face her forrows view ; 
Their drooping wings they penfive hung. 
Their arrows broke, their bows unftrung ; 
They heard attentive what I faid. 
And wept, with me, Columbo dead : 50 

•* For him I figh, for him I moan, 
** My dear Columbo, dead and gone." 

♦* 'Tis ours to weep," great Venus faid ; 
** 'Tis Jove's alone to be obey'd : 
** Nor birds nor goddefles can move 55 

«* The juft behefts of fatal Jove. 
♦* I law thy mate with fad regret, 
•* And curs'd the fowler's cruel net : 
" Ah, dear Columbo ! how he fell, 
•♦ Whom Turturella lov'd fo well ! 60 

** I faw him bleeding on the ground, 
** The fight tore up my ancient wound ; 
•* And, whilft you wept, alas ! I cry'd, 
«• Columbo and Adonis dy'd." 

** Weep, all ye Streams ; ye Mountains, groan ; 65 
*^ I mourn Columbo, dead and gone ; 
" Still let my tender grief complain, 
•* Nor day nor night that grief reftrain :" 
I faid, and Venus ftill reply'd, 
^ Columbo and Adonis dy'd." 70 

B 3 5. Poor 
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S, Poor Turturella, hard thy cafe. 
And juft thy tears, alas, alas ! 

T, And haft thoii lov'd, and canft thou hear 
With piteous heart a lover^s care ? 
Come then, with me thy forrows join* 75 

And eafe my woes by telling thine : 
** For thou, poor bird, perhaps may'ft moan 
** Some Pafferella dead and gone," 

S, Dame Turtle, this runs foft in rhyme^ 
But neither fuits the place nor time ; Bo 

"JThe fowler's hand, whofe cruel care 
For dear Columbo fet the fnare. 
The fnare ^in for thee may fet ; 
Two birds may perifh in one net : 
Thou fhould'ft avoid this cruel field, S5 

And forrow fliould to prudence yield. 
'Tis fad to die I— 

T. — It may be fo ; 
'Tis fadder yet to live in woe. 

S, When widows ufe this canting ftrain, 90 

They feem refolv'd to wed again, 

T. When widowers would this truth difprove^ 
They never tafted real love. 

S, Love is foft joy and gentle ftrife. 
His efforts all depend on life : 95 

When he has thrown two golden darts, 
And ftruck the lovers' mutual hearts, 
Of his black fhafts let Death fend one^ 
Alas ! the pleafing game is done $ 

111 
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m is the poor furrinnr fped, 1 00 

A corpfe feels mighty cold in bed. 
Venus faid right — " nor tears can move^ 
•* Nor plaints revoke the will of Jove*'* 

All muft obey the generaTdoomy 
Down from Alcides to Tom Thumb* 105 

Crrim Fluto will not be withftood 
By force or craft.. Tall Robinhood, 
As well as Little John, is dead 
(You fee how deeply I am read) : 
With Fate's lean tipftaff none can dodge^ t !• 

He'll find you out where'er you lodge. 
Ajaxy to fhun his general power. 
In vain abfconded in a flower ; 
An idle fcene Tythonus a^ted. 
When to a grafshopper contradled ; 1 15 

Death ftruck them in thofe (hapes again^ 
Als once he did when they were men. 

For reptiles pcrifh, plants decay ; 
Flefh is but graft, grafs turns to hay. 
And hay to dung, and dung to clay. 120 

Thus heads extremely nice difcover 
That folks may die fome ten times over f 
But oft*, by too refin'd a touch. 
To prove things plain, they prove too much* 
Whatc'er Pythagoras may fay 125 

(For each, you know, will have his way)^ 
With great fubmiflion I pronounce. 
That people die no more than once ^ 

B 4 Bat 
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Bat once Is fure ; and death h common 

To bird and man, including woman | 1 30 

From the fpread eagle to the wren, 

Alas 1 no mortal fowl knows when ; 

All that wear feathers firil: or kft 

Muft one day pecch on Charon's maft; 

Muft lie T>eneath the cyprefs (hadcy 1 35 

Where Strada's nightingale was laid« 

Thofe fowl who fcem alive to fit, 

Affembled by Dan Chaucer's wit, 

In profe haveflepC three hundred yearsp 

Exempt from worldly hopes and fearst 140 

And, laid in ftate upon their hearfe^ 

Arc truly but embalm'd in verfe. 

As fure as Lefbia's fparrow I, 

Thou fure as Prior'6 dove, muft die. 

And n^er again irom Lethe's ftreami 145 

Return to Adige,.or to Thames. 

71 I therefore weep Columbo dead* 
My hopes bereav'4, my pleafures fled ; 
•* I. therefore muft for^cvcr moan 
** My dear Columbo, dead and gone.'* 150 

S* Columbo never fees your tears. 
Your cries Columbo never hears ; 
A wall of brafs, and one of lead. 
Divide the living from the dead. 
Repcll'd by this, the gather'd rain 155 

Of tears beats' back to earth again; 
In t'other the collefted found 
Of groans, when once received) is drowned. 
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•T18 therefore vain one hour to grieve 

What Time itfelf can ne'er retrieve. 1 60 

By Ature foft, I know a dove 

Can never Eve without her love ; 

Then quit this flame, and light another ; 

JDame» I advife you like a brothen 

T. What, / to make a fecond choice ! 165 

In other nuptials to rejoice ! 

S. Why not, my bird ?— 

7*. — No, Sparrow, no ! 
Let me indulge my pleafing woe : 
Thus fighing, cooing, eafe my pain, 1 70 

But never wifh, nor love, again : 
Diftrcfs'd, for ever let me moan 
•* My dear Columbo, dead and gone.*' 

S* Our winged friends through all the grove 
Contemn thy mad excefs of love : ifg 

I tell thee. Dame, the other day 
I met a parrot and a jay, 
Who mock'd thee in their mimic tone. 
And " wept Columbo, dead and gone.'* 

T. Whatever the jay or parrot faid, 180 

My hopes are loft, my joys are fled. 
And I for ever muft deplore 
** Columbo dead and gone," — 5. Encored 
For (hame ! forfakc this Bion-ftyle, 
We'll talk an hour, and walk a mile. 1 85 

Does it with fenfe or health agree, 
To fit thus moping on a tree ^ 
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To throw away a widow's hie. 
When you again may be a wife ? 
Come on ; I'll tell you my amours ; 190 

Who knows but they may influence yours i 
** Example draws where precept fails, 
** And fermons are lefs read than tales.'* 
. T. Sparrow, I take thee for my friend. 
As fuch will hear thee : I defcend ; 19 j 

Hop on, and talk ; but, honeft bird. 
Take care that no immodeil word 
May venture to offend my car. 
. S. Too faint-like Turtle, never fear. , 
By method things are bed difcours'd, 2CO 

Begin we then with Wife the ^r^ : 
A handfome, fenfekfs, awkward fool. 
Who would not yidd, and could not rule : 
fler a6kions did her charms difgrace. 
And flill her tongue talk'd of her face : 205 

Count me the leaves on yonder tree. 
So many different wilk had fhe. 
And, like the leaves, as chance inclin'd, 
Thofe wills were chang'd with every wind : ' 
She courted the betfu-'momde to-night, 2i» 

Z,'^OT^//if, her fupreme dcKght ; 
The next fh^ fat immur'd, unfeen. 
And in full health enjoy'd the fpleen 5 
She cenfur'd that^ Ae altered this. 
And with great car^ fet all amifs ; 2 15 

She now could chide, now laugh, now ^ry, 
Now iing, now pout, all God knows why i 

Short 
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Short was her rd^n, (he covgh'd, and dy'd. 

Proceed we to my fecond bride : 

Well-bom fhe was, genteelly bred^ t20 

Aad buxom both at board and bed ; 

Glad to oblige, and pleas'd to pkafe) 

And, as Tom Southern wifely fays, 

" No other fault had flic m life, 

«* But only that, ftie was my wife *.'* M5 

widow Turtle ! every ihe 
So Nature's pleafure does decree) 
Appears a goddefs till enjoy'd ; 
But birds, and men, and gods are doy^d* 
Was Hercules one woman's man ? 23O 

Or Jove for ever Leda's fwan I 
Ah ! madam, ceafeto be miftaken. 
Few marry'd fowl peck Dunmow-bacon* 
Variety alone gives joy. 

The fweeteft meats the fooneft cloy, 235 

What fpanrow-dame, what dove aHye, 
Though Venus fhoold the chariot drive^ . 
But would acci^e the hamefs weight. 
If always coupled to one mate ; 
And often wifh the fetter bn^e ? 1^ 

^18 freedom but to change the yoke* 

T. Impious ! to wifh to wed again. 
Ere death diffolv'd the former chain ! 

S, Spare your remark, and hear the reft ; -j 

She brought me fons; :but (Jove be blefb!) 1^45: > 
8he dy'd in child-bed on the neft. . . J 

• Sec w The Wife's Excufc, a comedy." 
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Well, reft her bones ! quoth I, (he's gone ; 

But muft I therefore lie alone ? 

Wkat ! am I to her raemor7 ly'd? 

Muft I not live, becaufe (he dy*d ? tgo 

And thus I logically £ud 

(*Tis good to have a reafoning head ! ) 

Is this my wife ? Prohatur not ; 

For death difTolvM the marriage-knot : 

She was, concede^ during life ; 255 

But, is a piece of chy a wife ? 

Again ; if not a wife, d'ye fee. 

Why then no kin at all to me : 

And he, who general tears can (hed 

For folks that happen to be dead, 260 

May e'en with equal juftice mourn 

For thofe who never yet were bom. 

T. Thofe points indeed you quaintly jR-ove, 
But logic is no friend to love. 

5, My children then were juft pen-feather'd ; 265 
Some little com for them I gather'd, 
And fent them to my fpoufe's mothef ; 
So left that brood, to get another : 
And, as old Harry whilom laid, 
Reflefting on Aime Bofcyn dead, 270 

Cockfbones ! I now again do ftand 
The jollieft bachelor i' th' land. 

T^ Ah me 1 my joys, my hopes, are fled ; 
Mj^r/if my only Love, is dead : 
With endlefs grief let me bemoan 275 

Columbo's lofs ! — 

S* '—Let me go on. 

As 
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As yet my fortune was but narrow^ 

I woo'd my coufin Philly Sparrow^ 

O* th' elder houfe of Chirping End, a8o 

From whence the younger branch defcend*. 

Well feated in a field of peafe 

She liv'd, extremely at her eafe;: 

But, when the honey-nmoon was paft^ 

The following nights were foon o'ercaft j tB^ 

She kept her own, could plead the law. 

And quarrel for a barley-ftraw : 

Both, you may judge^ became lefs kind» 

As more we knew each other's mind t 

She foon grew fuUen, I hard-hearted ;: 390 

We fcolded, hated, fought, and parted*. 

To London, blefled town ! I went j. 

She boarded at a. harm in Kent* 

A magpye from the couatry fled^ 

And kindly told me fhe was dead i 295 

I prunM my feathers, cock'd my tai]» 

And fet my he^ again to fale. 

My fourth f a mere coquette, or fuch 
I thought her ; nor avails it nuich,^ 
If true or falfe ; our troubles fpring 300 

More fix)m the fancy than the thing* 
Two flaring horns, I often faid. 
But ill become a fparrow's head ; 
But then, to fet that balance even,, 
Your cuckold fparrow goes to heaven* 30 J 

The thing you fear, fuppofe it done» 
If you inquire, you make it known* ' 

WhOft 
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Whilft at the root your Kerna are fore. 

The more you fcratch, tliej ache the more. 

Bttt turn the tablet, and rtfled, 3 id 

All may not be that you fuf]^e£^ ; 

By the mind's eye, the horns we meai 

Are only in ideas feen ; 

*Tis from the infide <£ the head 

T^cir branches (hoot» dicir antkrs fpread ; 315 

Fruitful ftUfpicioiis often bear 'em. 

You feel them from the time you fear *em. 

Cuckoo! Cuckoo 1 6iat echoed won! 

OflFends the ear of Yulgarbtrd ; 

Bttt thofe of finer tafte ha^ found 52(1 

There's nothing ia't befide the found. 

Preferment always waits an home, 

And houfehold peace the ^ft adorns ;- 

This way, or that, let fivfUoBS tend. 

The fpark is ftill the cuckold's friend : 3^^^ 

This way, or that, kt madam roam. 

Well pleas'd and quiet (he comes heme. 

Now weigh the pkaftire with the paiR^ 

The plus and minusf, loi» and gain, 

Anid what La Fonlaane laugluag fays ^^m 

Is ferious truth, in fach a ca£e ; 

^ Who flights the evil finds it Icaft, 

*^ And who does nothing, does the beft.'* 

I never ftrove to rul« the roaft, 

Sht ne'er refiis'd to pledge mj toaft : 335 

In vifits if we chasc^d to meet, 

I feem'd obliging, ile difei«et $ 

2 Wp 



THE TURTLE AND SPARROW. 15 

Wc neither much care&'d nor ftrovey 
But good difljmibling pa&'d for k)v^. 

T. Whatever of light our eye n^y kaodr^ 341 

»Ti8 only light itfelf can (how ; 
Whate'er of love our heart can feel, 
rris mutual love alone can tcU. 

S. My pretty» amoroulBv fooliih bivd» 
A moment's patience ! in one word» 34J 

The three kind fifters broke the chain $ 
She dy'd, I mourn'dy and woo'd again. 

T. Let me widi jufter grief dephir^ 
My dear Columbo, now no more ; 
Let me with conftant tears bewail—* 354! 

S, Your forrow does but ipoil my tale« 
My ^^9 ihe proved a jealous wife. 
Lord fhield us all firom fuch a life ! 
Twas doubt, complaint^ reply, cfait-chatt 
*Twas tins, to-day ; to-monrow, thai* 355 

Sometimes, £orix>oth| upon the brook 
I kept a mifs ; an honeft rook 
Told it a foipe, who told a fteer. 
Who told it tho/e who told it hdr. 

One day a linnet and a lark 36^ 

Had met me (broiling in the dark ; 
The next a woodcock and an wdf 
Qmck^ghtedy grave, and fober §ow\ 
Would on their corporal oath allege, 
I kifs'd a hen behind the hedge. 36^^ 

WcH; madam Turtle, to be brief, 
(Repeating but renewi our gricQ 

Af 
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As once (he watch'd mc horn a raO, 

(Poor foul ! } her footing chanc'd to fail> 

And down fhe feU^ and broke her h^ ^ 3^ 

The fever came) and then the fip : 

Death did the only cure apply i 

She waa at quiet, fo wa» 1. 

7*. Could Love unmov'd thefe changes view ? 
His forrowsy as his joys, are true. 375^ 

S, My deareft Dove, one wife man fays^ 
Alluding to our prefent cafe, 
•* We*re here to-day, and gone to-morrow 1'* 
Then what avails fuperfhxous.forrow i 
Another, full as wife as he^ 380 

Adds, that **- a marry'd man may fee 
•* Two happy hours i" and which are they ? 
The ^rft and laft^ perhaps you'll fay. 
*Ti8 true, when blithe fhe goes to bed^ 
And when fhe peaceably lies dead ; 385 

« Women 'twixt ftieeta are beft^** 'tis faid,. 
Be they of hoUand, or of lead. 

Now, cur'd of Hymen's hopes and fears,. 
And fliding down the vale of years, 
I top'd to fix my future reft,, 390 

And took a widow to my neft.. 
(Ah, Turtle ! hSid (he been like thee» 
Sober, yet gentle ; wife^ yet free ! ), 
But (he was peevifhf noify, bold,. 
A witch ingrafted on a feold. 395-" 

Jove in Pandora's bqX confin'd 
A hundred ills, to vex maokuid ; 

To 
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To vex one bird, in her bandore 

He had at lead a hundred more. 

Andy foon as Time that veil withdrew. 

The plagues o'er all the parifh flew ; 

Her flock of borrow'd tears grew dry, 400 

And native tempefts arm'd her eye ; 

Black clouds around her forehead hung» 

And thunder rattled on her tongue.. 

We, young or old, or cock or hen> 

All livM in ^olu&'s den ; 405 

The neareft her, the more accurft, 

SI far'd her ^ends, her hufband worft*. 

But Jove amidft his anger fpares, 

Remarks our faults, but hears our prayersw 

In fliort, fhe dy'd. Why then /he's dead, 410 

Quoth I, and once again lil wed. 

Would Heaven this mourning year were pad !! 

One may have better luck at laft. 

Matters at word are fure to mend,. 

The Devil's wife was but a fiend. 415 

T. Thy tale has raised a turtle's fpleen> 
Uxorious inmate ! bird obfcene ! 
Dar'fl thou defile thefe facred groves, 
Thefe filent feats of fidthful loves ? 
Begone, with flagging wings fit down 420 

On fome old pent-houfe near the town ;, 
In brewers*" flables peck thy grain. 
Then wafh it down with puddled rain ^ 
And hear thy dirty offspring fquall 
From bottles on a fuburb wall. 42 j 

VoL.XXXIV^ C Where 
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Where thou haft been, return again, 
Vile bird ! thou haft conversed with men ; 
Notions like thefe from men arc given, 
Thofe vileft creatures under heaven. 

To cities and to courts repair, 430 

Flattery and falfehood flourifh there ; 
There all thy -wretched arts employ, 
Where riches triumph over joy 5 
Where paflion does with intereft barter, 
And Hymen holds by Mammon's charter ; 435; 

Where truth by point of law is parry'd. 
And knaves and prudes are fix times marry 'd* 

APPLICATION, 

WRITTEN LONG AFTER THE TALE, 

O DEAREST daughter* of two deareft friends. 
To thee my Mufe this little tale commends. 
Lioving and lov'd, regard thy future mate, 440 

Long love his peifon^ though deplore his fate ; 
Seem young when old in thy dear huftjand's arms. 
For conftant virtue has immortal charms. 
And when I lie low fepulchred in earth. 
And the glad year returns thy day of birth, 445 

Vouchfafe to fay, ** Ere I could; write or fpell', 
** The bard, who from my cradle wifh'd me well, 
" Told me I ftiould the prating fparrow blame, 
'* And bad me imitate the turtle's flame." 

■*. Lady Margaret Cavendiih Harley, daugbtfis of Edward Earl 
•f Oxford, and afterwards Ducl&efs of Portland. 

DOWN. 
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A B A L L A a 

TO THB TUNS Of 
KING JOHN AKD THE ABBOT OF CANTERBURY, 1715% 

T S ING not old Jafon, who travelled through Greece^ 
"■• To kifs the fair maids^ and poflefs the rich fleece i 
Nor fing I JEneas, who, led by his mother. 
Got rid of one wife, and went far for another. 

Deny down, down, hey deny down« 

Nor him who through Afia and Europe did roanif 
Ulyfles by afune, who ne'er cry'd to go home. 
But rather defir'd to fee cities and men, 
Than return to his farms, and converfe with old Pen. 

Hang Homer and Virgil ! their meaning to feek, 
A man muft have pok'd into Latin and Greek ; 
Thofe who love their own tongue,we havereafon to hope^ 
Have read Uiem tranflated by Dryden and Pope. 

But I fing of exploits that have lately been done 
By two Bnti(h heroes, call'd Matthew and John^ : 
And how they rid friendly from fine London town. 
Fair Effez to fee, and a place they call Down. 

• Mr. Prior, tnd Mr. John Morlcy of Halftcad. 

C2 \^0\l 
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Now ere they went out you may rightly fuppofe 
How much they difcours'dboth in prudence and proTe r 
For, before this great journey was throughly concerted^ 
Full often they met, and as often they parted. 

And thus Matthew faid, Look you here, my friend John^ 
I fairly have travelled years thirty and one ; 
And, though I ftill carry 'd my Sovereign's warrants, 
I' only have gone upon other folks errands. 

And jiow in this journey of life I would have 
A place where to bait, *twixt the court and the grav^ ; 
Where joyful to llve„ not unwilling to die — 
Gadzooks ! I have juft fuch a place in my eye. 

There sure gardens £b ftately, and arbours fo thick, 
A portal of ilone, and a fabric of brick : 
The matter next week fhaH be all in your power j 
JBut the jnoney, gadzooks ! mufl be paid in an hour. 

For things in this world muft by law be made certain : 
We both mufl repair unto Oliver Martin ; 
For he is a lawyer of worthy renown, 
I'll bring you to fee : he muil fix you at Down. 

Quoth Matthew, I know, that, from Berwick to Dover^ 
You've fold all our premifes over and over i 
And now, if your buyers and fellers agree, 
You may throw all our acres into the South Sea. 

But a word to the purpofe : to-morrow, dear friend. 
We'll fee what to-nrght you fo highly commend j 
And, if with a garden and houfe I am bleft. 
Let ^e Devil and Coningfby go with the relL 

Then 
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Then linfwcr'd 'Squire^orley, Pray get a calafli, 
That in fiunmer may burn, and in winter may fplafh ; 
I -love dirt and duft $ and 'tis always my pleafure, 
To take with rac much of the foil that I meafure. 

But Matthew thought tetter^ for Matthew thought 
right, 
And hired a chariot fo trim and fo light. 
That extremes both of winter and fummer might paft : 
For OBC window was canvas, the other was glafs. 

Draw up, quoth friend Matthew ; pull down, quoth 
friend John, 
We fhall be both hotter and colder anon. 
Thus, talking and fcolding, they forward did fpeed ; 
And Ralpho pac'd by, under Newman the Sweden 

Into an old inn did this equipage roil, • 
At a town they call Hodfon, the fign of the BuH, 
Near a nymph with an urn that divides the high-wayi 
And into a puddle throws mother of tea. 

Come here, my fweet landlady, pray how d'ye do ? 
Where is Cicily fo cleanly, and Prudence, and Sue ? 
And where is the widow that dwelt here below i 
And the hoftler that fung about eight years ago ? 

And where is yoHir filler, fo mild and fo dear ? 
Whofe voide to hct maids like a trumpet ^\'a* clear ? 
By my troth ! (he replies, you grow younger, I think: 
And pray, Sir^ what wine does the gentleman drink ? 
C3 Why 
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I Why now let me die, Sir^ or live upon tnift» 
If I know to ^hich queftion to anfwcr you firft r 
Why things, fince I faw you,moft ftrangely have vary^J, 
The hofUer is hang'd, and the widow is marry M* 

And Ptuc left a child for the parifh to nurfe ^ 
And Cicily went oflF with a gentleman's purfe ; 
And as to my £fter, fo mild and fo dear. 
See has kin in the church-yard full many a year. 

Well, peace to her aflies ! what iignifiea grief? 
She roafled red veal> and fhe powdered lean beef t 
Full nicdy fte knew to cook up a fine difh | 
For tough were her pullets, and tender her fifh. 

For that matter, Sir, be you 'fqiurc, knight, or lord» 
1*11 give you whatever a good inn can afford ; 
I fhould look on myfelf as unhappily fped. 
Did I yield to a filler, or living, or dead* 

Of mutton a delicate neck and a breaf): 
Shafl fwim in the water in which they were dreft : 
And, bccaufe you great folks are with rarities taken. 
Addle-eggs (hall be next cpurfe,toft up with rank bacon* 

Then fupper was ferv'd,and the flieets they were laid^ 
And Morley moft lovingly whifperM the maid. 
The maid ! was fhe handfome P why truly fo-fo : 
But what Morley whifper'd we never fhall know. 

Then up rofe thefe heroes as brilk as the fun. 
And their horfes, like his, were prepared to run. 
Now when in the morning Matt afk'd for the fcore, ' 
John kindly had paid it the evening before. 

2 Their 
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Their brcakiaft fo warm to be furc they did cat^ 
A cuftom in travellers mighty difcrect ; 
And thus with great friendfhip and glee they went on» 
To find out tlie place you fltall hear of anon^ 

Call'd Down, down, hey derry down. 

But what did Aey ta& of from morning to noon ? 
Why, of fpots in the fun, and the man in the moon j 
Of the Czar's gentle temper, the ftocks in the city. 
The wife men of Greece, and the fecret committee. 

So to Harlow they came ; and, hey ! where are you all ? 
Shew us into the parlour, and mind when I call : 
Why, your maids have no motion, your men have nx> 

Hfe; 
WrH, mafter, I hear you have bury'd your wife. 

Come this very inftant^ take care to provide 
Tea, fugar„ and toaft, and a horfe and a guide* 
Are the Harrifons here, both the old and the young ? 
And where (lands fair Down, the delight of my fong? 

O 'Squire^ to the grief of my heart I may fay, 
I have bury'd two wives fincc you travell'd this way ^ 
And the Harrifons both may be prefently here ; 
And Dow*n ftands, I think» where it flood the lafl year. 

Then Joan brought the tea-pot, and Caleb the toafl:^ 
And the wine was froth'd out by the hand of mine hoft i 
But we clear'd our extempore banquet fo fail. 
That the Harrifons both were forgot in the hafte* 

C4 Now 
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Now hcj for Down-hall ! for the guide he was got ; 
The chariot was mounted ; the horfes did trot ; 
The guide he did bring us a dozen miles round. 
But oh ! all in vain, for no Down could be found. 

O thou Popi(h guide, thou hail led us aflray. 
Says he« How the Devil fhould I know the way ? 
I never yet travell'd this road in my life ^ 
But Down lies on the left, I was told by my wife. 

Thy wife, anfwer*d Matthew, when fhe went abroad. 
Ne'er told thee of half the by-ways fhe had trod : 
Perhaps (he met friends, and brought pence to thy houfe. 
But thou (halt go home without ever a fous. 

What is this thing, Morley, and how can you mean it? 
We have loft our eftate here, before we have feen it. 
Have patience, foft Morley in anger reply 'd : 
To find Dut our way, let us fend off our guide. 

O here I fpy Down : caft your eye to the weft. 
Where a wind-mill fo ftately ftands plainly confeft. 
On the weft, reply'd Matthew, no windmill I find : 
As well thou may*ft tell me, I fee the weft-wind. 

Now pardon me, Morley, the wind-mill I fpy. 
But, faithful Achates, no houfe is there nigh. 
Look again«<fays mild Morley; gadzooks! you are blind: 
The mill ftands before, and the houfe lies behind. 

O, now a low ntin'd white flied I difcern, 
UrrtillM and iiaglazM ; I believe *tis a barn. 
A 'bam ! why you rayc j 'tis a houfe for a fquirc, 
AJuftice of peace^ or a knight of our (hire* 

A houfe 
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A houfe fliould be built, or with brick, or with ftone. 
Why 'tk plafter and lath ; and I think that's all one ; 
And fuch as it is, it has flood with great fame) 
Been called a Hall, and has given its name 

To Down, down, hey deny down. 

Morley ! O Morley ! if that be a hall. 
The fame with the building will fuddenly fall— 
With your friend Jemmy Gibbs about buildings agree ; 
My bufinefs is land, and it matters not me. 

1 wifh you could tell what a duce your head ails : 

I (hew'd you Down-Hall 5 did you look for Verfailles ? 
Then take houfe and farm as John Ballet will let youj 
For better for worfe, as I took my Dame Betty, 

And now. Sir, a word to the wife is enough ; 
You'll make very little of all your old ftuff : 
And to build at your age, by my troth, you grow fimple ! 
Arc you young and rich, like the mafter of Wimple ? * 

If you have thefe whims of apartments and gardens^ 
From twice fifty acres you'U ne'er fee five farthings : 
And in yours I fhall find the true gentleman's fate ; 
£re you finifh your houfe, you'll have fpent your efiate. 

Now let us touch thumbs, and be friends ere we part* 
Here, John, is my thumb ; and, here,Mat, is my heart. 
To Halftead I fpeed, and you go back to town. 
Thus ends the Firft Part of the Ballad of Down. 

Derry down, down, hey deny down. 

^ Edwaid Earl of Oxford* 

VERSES 
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VERSUS 

a POK K N TO 

1.AD7 HENRIETTA-CAVENDISH-HOLLESilARLSI 
COUNTESS OF OXFORD. 

ZN THX LIBHARY OF ST. JOHN's COLLEGBy CAMB&IDCl 
MOVEMBBIl 9, I7I9. 

M A D A Iffy 

CINCE Anna vifited the Mufes* feat 

*^ (Around her tomb let weeping angels wait ! ) 

Hail thou, the brighteft of thy fex, and beft, 

Moft gracious neighbour,* and moft welcome gueiL. 

Not Harley*8 felf, to Cam and Ifis dear. 

In virtues and in arts great Oxford*8 heir ; 

Not he fnch prefent honour ihaU receive. 

As to his confort we afpire to give. 

Writings of men our thoughts to-day neglefts^ 
To pay due homage to the fofter fex : 
Plato and Tully we forbear to read, 
And their great followers whom this houfe has bred 
To ftudy leflbns from thy morals given. 
And fliining charaAers, imprefs'd by heaven* 
Science in books no longer we purfue, 
Minerva*s felf in Harrietts face we \iew ; 

* The fiunUy feat was then at Wimple. 

F. 
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PROLOGUE TO THE ORPHAN. »7 

Por, when with beauty we can virtue join. 
We paint the fembhince of a form divine. 

Their pious incenfe kt our neighbours bring. 
To the kind memory of fome bounteous king ; 
With grateful hand due altars kt them raife. 
To fome good knight's * or holy prelate's f praife : 
We tune our voices to a nobkr theme. 
Your eyes we blefs, your praifes we proclaim ; 
Saint John's was founded in a woman's name. 
Enjom'd by fbitute, to the fair we how ; '\ 

In fpite of time, we keep our ancient vow ; > 

What Margaret Tudor was, is Harriet Harky now. J 

PROLOGUEt 

T O 
THE ORPHAN, 

KEPRESEKTED BY SOME OF TflE WESTMINSTEI^ 

SCHOLARS, AT HICKFORD's DANCING-ROOM, 

FEBRUARY 2, lyiO. 

irOKIN BY LOUD DUPLIN, WHO ACT£D CORDILIO 
THE PA6B. 

TXT HAT ! would my humble comrades have me fay. 

Gentle fpe6lators> pray excufe the play ? 
Such work by hireling adlors fhould be done, 
"horn you may dap or hifs for half a crown. 

* Sir T. White, fbundcr of St. John's College, Oxoo* • 
^ Archbilhop Laud alfo was a generous benefactor. 
X A few lines of this prologue occur in another, which is 
FniUed in vol. uxiu p. aojf* 
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Our generous fcenes for firiendfhip we repeat ; 
And, if we don't delight, at leaft we treat. 
Ours is tke damage, if we chance to blunder ; 
We may be aflc'd " whofc patent we ad under ?* 
How (hall we gain you, i ia mode de France ? 
We hir'd this room ; but none of us can dance. 
In cutting capers we fhaU never pleafe ^ 
Our learning does not lie below our knees. 

Shall we procure you fymphony and found ? 
Then you muft each fubfcribe two hundred pound. 
There we (hould fail too, as to point of voice : 
Miftake us not ; we're no Italian boys, 
True Britons bom ; from Weftminfter we come. 
And only fpeak the ftyle of ancient Rome. 
We would deferve, not poorly beg, applauic ; 
And ftand or fall by Freind's and Bufby's laws. 

For the diftrefsM, yoiu* pity we implore : 
If once refus'd, we'll trouble you no more. 
But leave our Orphan fqualling at your door. 
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HUSBAND AND WIFE. 

H. /^H ! with what woes am 1 oppreft ! . 

^^ /^. Be ftiU, you fenfelefs calf ! 
What if the gods (hould make you bleft ? 

H. Why then I'd fing and laugh : 
But, if they won't, I'll wail and cry. 

W. You'll hardly laugh^ before you die. 

TRUTH 



E 19 3 
TRUTH AND FALSEHOOD. 

A T A L E. 

/^NCE on a time, in fun-fhine weather, 

^^ Falfchood and Truth walkM out together^ 

The neighbouring woods and lawns to view. 

As oppofites will fometimes do. 

Through many a blooming mead they paft,. 

And at a brook arriv'd at laft. 

The purling ftream, the margin green 

With flowers bed^M, a vernal fcene,. 

Invited each itinerant maid 

To reft awhile beneath the (hade. 

Under a fpreading beach they fat, 

And pafs'd the time with female chat ; 

Whilft each her charader maintain'd ; 

One fpoke her thoughts, the other feignM.. 

At length, quoth Falfehood, fitter Truth 

(For fo fhe cail'd her ftom her youth), 

What if, to fhun yon* fultry beam. 

We bathe in this delightful ftream ; 

The bottom fmooth, the water dear. 

And there's no prying fhepherd near !— 

With all my heart, the nymph reply'd. 

And threw her fnowy robes s^de, 

Stript herfelf naked to the fkin. 

And with a fpring leapt headlong in» 

Falfehood more leifurely undreft. 

And, laying by her taudry veft, 

Trick'd herfelf out in Truth's array. 

And crofs the meadows tript away. 
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From t^is curft houTi the fraudful dame 
Of facred Truth ufurps the name. 
And, with a vile, perfidious mind. 
Roams far and near, to cheat mankind ; 
Falfe figks fuboms, and artful tears. 
And ftarts with vain pretended fears ; 
In vifits ftin appears moil wife. 
And rolls at church her faint<-like eyes ; 
Talks very much, plays idle tricks. 
While riling ftock * her confcience pricks ; 
When beiag^ poor thing, extremely gravell'd-y 
She fecrets op'd, and all unravell'd. 
But on fhe will, and fecrets tell 
Of John and Joan, and Ned and Nellp 
Reviling every one fhe knows. 
As fancy leads, beneath the rofe* 
Her tongue fo voluble and kind^ 
It always nma before her mind ; 
As times do ferve, fhe flily pleads. 
And copious tears ftiU fhew her needs^ 
With promifes as thick as weeds^-— 
Speaks]^ «id coHf is wondrous civil. 
To-day a faint, to-morrow devil. 

Poor Truth fhe flript, as has been faid, 
And naked left the lovely maid. 
Who, fcoming from her caufe to wincey 
Has gone fbark-naked ever fmce ; 
And ever naked willxaq^pear, 
Bdov'd by all who Truth revere. 

* Sovth«Soa, i7ao« 

THE 
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THE 

CONVERSATION* 



TT always has been thought difcreet, 

**■ To know the company you meet j 

And fure there may be fecrct danger, 

In talking much before a ftranger* 

«« Agreed : What then V* Then drink your ale } 

FH pledge you, and repeat my tale. 

No matter where the fcene is fixM : 
The perfons were but oddly mixt $ 
When fober Damon thus began 
(And Damon is a clever man) : 
•* I now grow old ; but ftlll, from youthy 
** Have held for modefty and truth. 
** The men, who by thefc fea-marks fteerg 
•* In life's great voyage never err : 
** Upon this point I dare defy 
** The worid. I paufe for a reply.'* 

** Sir, cither is a good afliftant,'* 
Said one who fat a little diftant : 
** Truth decks our fpeeches and our books» 
** And modefty adorns our looks : 
^* But farther progrefs we rouft take : 
^* Not only bom to look and fpeak ; 
«* The man muft aft. The Stagyritc 
** Says thu8| and (ays extremely right : 

« Sttia 
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** StriA juftice is the fovereign guide, 
** That o'er our adions (hould prefide t 
** Thi& queen of virtues is confelb 
** To regulate and bind the reft, 
** Thrice happy, if you once can find 
** Her equal balance poife your mind : 
•* All different graces foon will enter, 
** Like lines concurrent to their centre/*" 

*Twa8 thus, in fhort, thefe two went on» 
With yea and iwy, and/ro and con^ 
Through many points divinely dark, 
And Waterland affaulting Clarke i 
Till, in theology half loftj, 
Damon took up the Evening-Pof! ;. 
Confounded Spain, composed the Norths 
And deep in politicks held forth. 

** Methinks we're in the like condition^ 
** As at the treaty of partition : 
" That ftroke, for all King William's care> 
" Begat another tedious war, 
** Matthew, who knew the whole intrigue, 
** Ne'er much approved that myflic league i 
" In the vile Utrecht treaty too, 
** Poor man ! he found enough to do.. 
" Sometimes- to me he did apply ; 
** But down-right Dunftable was 1, 
*' And told him where they were miftafcen> 
** And counfel'd him to fave his bacon : 
** But (pafs his politicks and profe) . 
** I never herded with bia fpes i 
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•* Nay, ita hiis vcrfes, as a friend, 

•* I ftill found fomething to commend. 

** Sir, I excus'd his Nut-brown Maid, 

** Whate'er feverer critics faid : 

** Too far, I own, the girl was try'd ; 

•* The women all were on my fide. 

** For Alma I retum'd him thanks; 

*« I lit'd her with her little pranks. 

** Indeed, poor Solomon in rhyme 

** Was much too grave to be fublime,'*^ 

Pindar and Damon fcom tranfition^ 
So on he ran a new divifion ; 
Till, out of breath, he tum'd to fpit 
(Chance often helps us niore than wit). 
T'othec that lucky moment took, 
Juft nick'd the time, broke in and fpoke. 

" Of all the gifts the gods afford 
** (If we may take old Tully's word), . 
** The greateft is a friend, whofe love 
** Knows how to praife, and when reprove : 
** From fuch a treafure never part, 
** But hang the jewel on your heart : 
** And, pray. Sir (it delights me), tell, 
** You know tliis Author mighty well — " 

" Know him ! d'ye queftion it? Ods-fi(h ! 
** Sir, does a beggar know his di(h ? 
** I lov*d him ; as I told you, I 
** Advis'd him" — Here a ftandcr-by 
Twitch'd Damon gently by the cloke^ 
And thus, unwillingi filence broke ^ 
Vol. XXXIV* D , «Dam«H 
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** Damcmi *tia.tim< wc fljwld r^irc,: 
*' The man you talk ydth is H^t Prior/' 
Patron thipngb.life» and ftpm thy Virth my fnenJ, 
Dorfet ! to thee, thjs Fabk l^t im fend : 
With DamoA's Hghtnefs weigh l;hy {fii^d wortl^ ; 
The foU 18 kno^Yn to fet t]?^: di^pio^d forth; 
Let the fcign'4 talft t^iA rj^al i^prsJ givp, 
Howdmw/ DaoWRflp ha^i^sy.Dprfct* liy?! 

FEMALE PHAETON. 

•T^HUS Kitty^, tejnfttfi^awdi yowg^ 
•*- And, wi^^ a» cqJj^ imjtvic^'d* 
Befpoke the f j|ir frpm ivtewc (h.^ fpjcmngi 

With V$tf^ rage ipfltoM : 
InflamM with rage at i^d reftrajntt 

Which wife Maipma ordain'd; 
And forely vex'd to pky the iiaint, 

Whilft wit and beauty reign'd : 

"** Shall I thumb holy boo^s, cpnfin'd 

With AbigaUs forfaken? 
Kitty's for other tilings defign*4> 

Or I am much n^ftaken. 

Muft Lady Jenpy fri% 9bo% 

And viiit wi^h her coi^s I 
At balls mjui^Jbe malice a]l the tqxj^ 

And bring home hearts by doz^i 

« Lady Catharine Hyde, now Duchcfsof Queenfterry. 
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What has flic l^^tter, pTO> ^^^ l» 

What hidden charms to. bpaft, . 
That ill mankind for hpr, (hoiild dicp 

Whilft I am fcarce a toaft? 
Deareft Mammal, fo^ once let me, 

Uachain'd, ray fortune try ; 
I'll have my earl as lyell as ihe*» 

Or know the reafon why. 

I'll foon with Jjcnj^y's, pridjs q\|it fcore^ 

Make all her lovers fall ; 
They'll grieve I was not. IpQs'd before ; 

She, I was loos'd at alL" 
Fondnefs prevail'd^ Mamma gave way; 

Kitty, at heart's detire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day. 

And fei the world onjire* 

JUDGME.NT^ OF VE-NU^& 

"I^ITHEN Kneller^a worka. of*. v^rio^s gr^e 

^ ^ Were to f^r Venua ftp\yn, 
The Goddefs fpy'd in every fage 
Some features of her owi^, 

Juft fo, (and pointing w{tl|. h^.h|jg|4)> 

So fhonci fays flic, my eyesf , 
When from two goddeffes I gain'd< 

An appl^&r.a.prizfi. 

' T^Earl of Eflcx married Lady I«nt Hyde, -f Lsdy RaoeUih. 
Da When 
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When in the glafs, and river too^ 

My face I lately view'd, 
Such was I, if the glafs be true. 

If true the cryftal flood* 

In colours of this glorious kind * 

Apelles painted me ; 
My hair thus flowing with the wind,. 

Sprung from my native fea. 

Like thisf, diforder'd, wild, forlorn^ 

Big with ten thoufand fears. 
Thee, my Adonis, did I mourn^ 

Ev'n beautiful in tears.. 

But viewing Myra plac'd apart,. 

I fear, (dfys flie,^ I fear, 
Apelles, that Sir Godfrey's art 

Has far furpafs'd thine here» 

Or I, a goddefs of the- flues. 

By Myra am outdone,^ 
And muft refign to her the prizej^ 

The apple, which I won. 

But, foon as flie had Myra feen, 

Majeftically fair. 
The fparkling eye, the look ferene» 

The gay and eafj air ; 

* Ladj Salifbury.. 

i- Lady Jane, fifter to the Duke of Doughs aftenva 
auffried t» Sir John Stewart* 

Wi 
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With fieiy emulation fill'd, 

The wondering goddefs cry*3, 
Apellcs muft to Kneller yields 

Or Venus muft to Hyde* 

DAPHNE Ai^D APOLLOi 

IMITATED fROM THE FIRST BOOK OF OIVID's 
METAMORPHOSES^ 

*' Nyftipha, precor, Pcnci, mane.*' 

A P O L L a 

ABATE, fair Fugitive, abate thy fpeed, 
Difmifs thy fearS) and turn thy beauteous head ; 
With kind regaVd a panting lover view; 
Lefs fwifUy fly, lefs fwiftly I'll purfue : 
Pathlcfs, alas ! and rugged is the ground, 
Some ftone may hurt thee, or fome thorn mky wound* 
DAPHNE (afide). 
This care is for himfelf, as fure as death ! 
One mile has put the fellow out of breath ; 
He'll never do : I'll lead him t'other round : 
Wafhy he is, pcAaps not over found. 
APOLLO. 
You fly, alas ! not knowing whom you fly 5 
Nor ill-bred fwain, nor nifty clown am I « 
I Clares ifle, and Tenedos command-^ 
DAPHNE. 
Thank you : I would not leave my native land. 

APOLLO. 
What is to com^, by certain arts I know. 

D| DAPHNE. 
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D A p ft *r fe.' 

Pifh ! Flirtridge Kai» as fair preteilce as ybiiu 

APOLLO. 
Behold the beautiea of my locks-— 

DAPHNE. 

— Afig'r-- 

Trtiat friaytc douikerfeft, a SJp^nifh wfe : 
Who cares for all that blifti of ctirliiSg nair, 
Whilft your fmooth ehfn is/fa exti^cmely Wa:e ? 

APOLLO. 

Ifing — 

DAPHNE. 
•^That never fhafl be D^neV choices 
Syphacio had an admirable voice. 

APOLLO. 
Of every herb I teH the myftic poteer j 
To certain health the pUtietit I reftore $ 
Sent for, cibrefs'd — 

D A P H N ft- 
«— Onrs is a ivholefonie ^ah- $ 
You'd better go to town, and pra6Ufe there : . 
For mc, I've no obftruAions to rcmoVe ; 
I'm pretty >wctf, I thank your father Jove 5 
And phyfic is k weak ally to love* 

A P O L L d. 
For learning fam'd, fine verfes I cottipofe. 

DAPHNE. 
So do your brodier quacks, and brother beaux. 
Memorials only viSki Reviews write profe. 

APOLLO. 
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DAffiNE And APOJLLO. S^ 

APOLLO. 

From the fccrit yew I fend the piofiited reed^ 
Sure of its aiixiy and hM in its fp(^.— - 
•DAPHNE. 

Then, leaving- tiie, wftom fure you wouid tot kiH, 
In yonder thicktet exercife your fklSl ; 
Shoot there it Wafts ; l>ut for the iiuman hcfetft^ 
Your couiin Cnpid hks the only dart. 
APOLLO. 

Yet turn, G 'beautebuiB maid ! yet ddgtt to hear^ 
A love-fick defty*!s impetuous prayer ; 
O let me woo l3iee as thou woidd'ft be vrth'd \ 
DAPHNE. 

Firft, thercf6re> be not fo extreihJery rude. 
Tear not the hedges down» nor tread the doveir^ 
Like an hobgoblin, rather than a lover. 
Next, to my Hither'^s grotto fometimes come % 
At ebbing tide he always is at home. 
Read the Courant with him, and let himknavr 
A little politics ; how matters go 
Upon his brother-rivers, Rhine or Po* 
As any maid or footman comes or goes^ 
Pull o£F your hat» and afk how Daphne does r 
Thcfc fort of folks will to each other tcU, 
That you rcfpcft me ; that, you know, looks wclL 
Then i£ you are, as you pretend, the God 
That rules the iday, and much upon the road,. 
You'll find a hundred trifles' in your way, 
That you may bring one home from Africa % 
Some little rarity,. fxMae bird, or beaft, 
Asd now and then a jewel from the Eaft % 

D 4 &.\^- 



1 



40 PRIOR'S POEMS. 

A lacquered cabinet, fomc china ware ; 

You have them mighty cheap at Pekin fair. 

Next, nota hene^ you fhall never rove. 

Nor take example by your father Jove. 

Laft, for the eafe and comfort of my life. 

Make me your (Lord ! what ftartles you ?) your wife. 

I'm now (they fay) fix teen, or fomething more; 

We mortals feldom live above fourfcore : 

Fourfcore ; you're good at numbers ; let us fee, "J 

Seventeen Juppofe, remaining fixty-three ; > 

Aye, in that fpan of time, you'll bury me, J 

Mean time, if you have tumult, noife, and ftrift, 

(Things not abhorrent to a marry 'd life ! ) 

They'll quickly end, you fee ; what fignify 

A few odd years to you that never die ? 

And, after all, you're half your time away ; 

You know your bufmefs takes you up all day ; 

And, coming late to bed, you need not fear. 

Whatever noife I make, you'll fleep, my dear : 

Or,. if a winter-evening fhould be long, 

Ev'n read your phyfic-book, or make a fong. 

Your fteeds, your wife, diachalon, and rhyme, . 

May take up any honeft godhead's time. 

Thus, as you like it, you may love again, 

And let another Daphne have her reign. 

Now love, Dr leave, my dear ; retreat or follow: 
I Daphne (this premised) take thee Apollo. 
And may I fplit into ten thoufand trees. 
If 1 give up on other terms than thefe ! 

She faid ; but what the amorous God reply'd, 
(So fate ordain'd) Is to our fearch deny'd : 

Br 
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' rats, alas ! the manufcript is eat, 

cruel banquet ! which we all regret, 
avius, thy labours muft this work reftore ; 
kj thy good-will be equal to thy power ! 



THE MICE. 

T O 
MR. ADRIAN DRIFT, lyoS. 

'TP W O mice, dear boy, of genteel fafhion, 
•^ And (what is more) good education. 

Frolic and gay in infant years. 

Equally fliar'd their parents' cares. 

The fire of thefe two babes (poor creature !) 

Paid his laft debt to human nature } 

A wealthy widow left behind, 

Four babes, three males, one female kind. , 

The fire being under ground and bury'd, 

'Twas thought his fpoufc would foon have marry 'd; 

Matches propos'd, and numerous fuitors. 

Moil tender hufbands, careful tutors, 

She modeftly refus'd ; and (hew'd 

She'd be a mother to her brood* 
Mother ! dear mother ! that endearing thought 
Has thoufand and ten t^oufand fancies brought. 
Tell me, oh ! tell me (thou art now above) 
How to defcribe thy true maternal love. 
Thy early pangs, thy growing anxious cares. 
Thy flattering hopes, thy fervent pilous prayers. 

Thy 



^ ^'r I b k ^'s ? o e m s. 

Thy doleful days ai^d meKnchoIy nig!itdy 
Cloyfter'd from (Moiiihoii Joys and joft deligfits j 
How thou diiffl: conftantly in private motiniy 
And wafh witli ftaily tears tiiy fponfe's xim^ 
How it employ'd your thoughts and lucid timey 
That your young offspriog might to honour climb ^ 
How your firft care, by numerous griefs o{^eft» 
Under the burden funk, anrd went to reft ; 
How your dear dsu'Cng, by confumption^ waftcj^ 
Breath'd her lift piety loto your breaft ; 
How you, alast tir*dwith your pifgriraagcV 
BowM down your head, and. dy*d in gobd dSl agjc» 
Though not infpir*d, ohf may I never be 
Forgetful of my (edig;ree, or thee f 
Ungraiefill hoWfoc'er^ mayn't I forget 
To pay this fmall, yet tribtitary 'debt ! 
And when we meet at God's tribunal throne^ 
Own me, I pray tliee^ for a ptolis fon. 

But why an this ? Is this ybur fable f 
BeffeSre me. Mat, it feems a Babel ; 
If you Vill let mc faiow th*^ intent on*t,. 
Go to your Mice^ and make an thd X}n*t^ 

Well then, dear ferothcr^-^^^ 
As fure as Hudi*k* twond could fWhddle, 
Two mice were brought up in aric crSidle i 
Well bred, I thiak, erf' equal port, 
One for th> ^wtt, bbc for the coutt : 
They parted 5 (did fftey fo, an't 'pfettfe ybu ?) 
Yes, tKitt they did (dearBir), to tdfe you* 

> WiBrai* 

One 
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One went tb Hfelfe'rid^Wlid'c W^ feiff -f^lfc, 
T* other to vend hfs w^rca in S^iffollk. 
(That Mice have traVelPd in did timg^, 
Horace and Prior f dl ^ irl^rtf^, 
Thofe tw6 gi^t 'tW)nftet8 of dteir '^^ 
Superior far to bHI libit tsges !) 
Many days pall, atid maHty'a nighty 
Ere they cbtdd ^'A eSdi 6thct*8 fi|te ; 
At laft, in weather cold nor fultry, 
They met at the 'Hiree O^ahes in PoiJtry. 
After teiidi buft, ^Wd great grithacc 
(UfiUd you VftoW m Tuch a dafe), 
Much chat arofe, whitt had been ddhe^ 
What mig^ brfSre Iftext Tiimnier'fi fan ; 
Much faid 6f ^rtoce, of Stkfiblk's g66dnt6^ 
The gentry'ia loytdty, mob's ru^ehefe. 
That ended^ o'er a charming bottle 
They enter'd on this tittle-tattfe v 
Quoth Suffolk, by pre-eminence 
In years, though (Gdd knows) hot ib fedTe^ 
All's gone, dear brothier, only wt 
Remain to rsdfe pofterity: 
Marry you, brother ; 111 go dbwn^ 
Sell nouns and verbs, and lie aTone ; 
May you ne^er meet with fendb, or biiblle^ 
May olive-branches crown yotur table I 
Somewhat I'll fave, and for ^his ehd^ 
To prove a brother and a fKend; ' 

What I propofe is juft, I fwear it ; 
Or may I perifli, by thra cSwtt ! 

The 
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The dice are thrown, choofe this or that 
('Tis allalikc to honeft Mat) ; 
I'll take then the contrary part. 
And propagate with all my heart. 
After fome thought, tome Portuguefe ♦, 
Some wine, the younger thus replies : 

Fair are your w ords, as fair your carriage, 
Let me be free, drudge you in marriage ; 
Get me a boy call'd Adrian, 
Truft me. 111 do for't what I can. 

Home went well pleas'd the SuflFolk tony. 
Heart free from care, as purfe from money; 
He got a lufty fqualling boy 
{Doubtlefs the dad's and mamma's joy). 
In fhort, to niake things fquare and even, 
Adri^ he nam'd was by Dick Stephen. 
Mat's debt thus paid, he now enlarges. 
And fends you in a bill of charges, 
A cradle, brother, and a bafket 
^Granted aff foon as e'er I afk it) ; 
A coat not of the fmalleft fcantling. 
Frocks, {lockings, fhoes, to grace the bantling j 
Thefe too were fent (or I'm no drubber). 
Nay, add to thefe the fine gum-rubber ; 
Yet thefe won't do, fend t'other coat. 
For, faith, the firft's not worth a groat ; 
Difmally fhrunk, as herrings (hotten, 
Suppos'd originally rotten. 

• Snuff. 

Praj 
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Pray let the next be each way longer^ 
Of ftuff more durable, and flronger ; 
Send it next week, if you are able. 
By this time, Sir, you know the Fable. 
From this, and letters of the fame make, 
You'll find what 'tis to have a name-fake. 

Cold and hard times, Sir, here (believe it)* 
Pve loft my curate too, and grieve it. 
At Eafter, for what I can fee^ 
(A time of eafe and vacancy) 
If things but alter, and not undone, 
m kifs your hands, and vifit London. 
Molly fends greeting ; fo do I, .Sir ; 
Send a good coat, that's all ; good-by, SiV. 

TWO RIDDLES. 

FIRST PRINTED IN TUR EXAMINER, 171a. 

SPHINX was a monfter that would eat 
Whatever ftranger fhe could get ; 
Unlefs his ready wit difclos'd 
The fubtlc Riddle fhe propos'd. 

Oedipus viras refolv'd to go. 
And try what ftrength of parts would do.. 
Says Sphinx, on this depends your fate ; 
TcU me what animal i« that, 
Which has four, feet at morning bright,. 
Has two at noon, and three at night I 

Tif 
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*Ti8 Man, faid hc^ who, weak by natur^ 
At firft creeps, like his fellow-creature^^ 
Upon all four ; as years accrue. 
With fturdy fteps he walks on two ; 
In age, at length, growvweak luid fick^ 
For his third leg adopts a ftjck. 

N/Dw, in your turn, 'tis juft, methinksi 
You fhould refolye me, Madam Sphinx. 
What greater ftranger yet is he. 
Who has foiu: legs, then two, then three ; 
Then lofcs one, then gets two more. 
And runs away at laft on four ? 

E P I Q R A M, EXTEMPORE, 

TO T H B 
MASTER OF ST. JOHN's COLLEGE.*, I712. 

ISiooJt Sir, patient at your feet. 
Before your elbow-chair ; 
But make a bifhop's throne your feat, 

I'll kneel before you there. 
One only thing can. keep you down. 

For your grea^ foul too mean'; 
You'd not, to mount a bifhop's throne. 
Pay koti^ge f to the, Queen, 

* See tlie hiAoryQf.thU.ejugnm, Gent. Mag. 17.7^, p. ifi. 

-f Mr. Prior, though he, pai4 a becoming deference, to 'the- . 
Mafter of St. John's, as a FJell/pw of ih^t College, thought fj^mc 
refpedl was due t^^.pj^]ijs f^f^tx which he had ju^ be/bre 
luftuaed in France. 
^^ NELL 
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HELL Ann J a H Ni 

WHEN Nell, ^vcn o*er by the Do6l:or, was Ayinp 
And John act the chimney ftood decently crying ; 
'Tis in vain, fdd the woman; to make fuch ado, 
For to our long home we muft all of us go 1 

True, Nell, rQ)ly'd Joha ; but whajt yelj is the wprft 
For us that n^main, the beft al^*7®^ S^ M^ » 
Remember, dear wife, that I faid fo laft year. 
When youlo^ your whit^ hejfer, a&d I my brown mare ! 

B I B O AND GH A RO N. 

'\\T HEN Bibo thought fit from the wprM to retreat, 
^ ^ As ^ <>f chalppag^e as zn cgg.'^ foil of meat^ 
He wak'd in th^ bpat ; ai^d to Chargn he fajd» 
H^ wpuld be ipw'4 b^cH» fpr h^ was not yet dead* 
T^iQ the boat, aj^d fit quiet, ftcr;) Charpn reply'd : 
You may have forgot ; you was drunk when you dy 'd« 

WIVES BY THE DOZEN. 

O DEATH I how thou £po^% the b^ pn>jea 
of life! 
Said Gabrid, who fUQ, aj i^e bmy'd, on(; wife. 

For the (ake of her famfly, iparryM h^r cgufi^i^; 
And thus, in an honeft cpIlateraJI line^ 
He fUn marry'd on^ till his Divfabier was niQe, 
FuU forry to djc t31 he; ijMde up hls.do^nf 

' FATAL 
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FATAL LOVE. 

pOOR Hal caught his death, ftanding under afpont, 
-*■ Expcding till midnight, when Nan would come o«t; 
But fatal his patience, as cruel the dame. 
And curs'd was the weather that qirench*d the maa^ 
flame. 
Whoe'er thou art, that read'ft thefe moral lines, 
Make love at home, and go to bed betimes. 

A S A I L O R'S WIFE. 

OUOTH Richard in jeft, looking wiftly at Nelly, 
Methinks, child, you feem fomething round in 
the belly. 
Nell anfwer'd him fnappifhly, How can that be. 
When my hufband has been more than two years at fea? 
Thy hufband ! quoth Dick : why that matter was carry^d 
Moft fecretly, Nell; I ne'er thought thou wert marry'd. 

Oa a Fart, let in the Houfe of Commons. 

READER, I was born, and cry'd ;. 
I crack'd, I fmelt, and fo I dy'd. 
I^ike • Julius Caefar's was my death, 
.Who in the Senate loil his breath* 
"Much alike entomb'd does lie 
The noble Romulus and I : 
And when I dyM, like Flora fair, . 
f I left the Commonwealth my Tiefr.. 

THE 
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MODERN 

TT E R time with equal pm 
■*• -*- Firft writes a billet-doux^ 
IJer mafs s^nd toilet ; vefpers 
Thus God and Afhtaroth divi 
Conftant fhe keeps her Embei 
At Eafter calls all Ifrael to h< 
Loofe without bawd, and pioi 
She ftill repeats the fins (he w 
Envy herfelf from Silvia's lift 
An artful woman makes a Mi 

T H 

P A R A I 

•pROMETHEUS, 

-■■ CarvM.fomething hi 

The mortal's work might w 

n't, that does heaven ani 

Alone has power to fonr 

His hand is evident in Har 

Since one is but a movini 

T'other the lively form c 

^Squire Wallis, you will fca 

To prove all poetry but fab 

Vol. XXXIV. ' £ 
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TO A 

YOUNG LAD 

-WHO WAS tow© or rOHTUNE-TBLLING. 

''\7' O U, Madam, may with fafcty go, 

■*• Decrees of dcftiny to know ; 
For at your birth kind planets reign'd, 
And certain happlnefs ordain'd : 
Such <;harms as yours are only given 
To chofen favourites of Heaven. 

But, fuch is my uncertain (late, 
•Tis dangerous to try my fate ; 
For I would only know from art 
The future motions of your heart. 
And what pi^edeftinated doom 
Attends my love for years to come ; 
Md feor^s elfe, that mortals learn, 
Mf tares dderve, or life concern : 
But this will -&> in^portsat be, 
I dread to fearch die idftrk dtxret t 
For, while the fmaileft hope remains. 
Faint joys are mingled with my pains ; 
Vain diftant views my fancy plcafe. 
And give fome intermitting eafe : 
But, fhould the ftars too plainly ftioW 
That you have doomM my es^fs woe» 



Ko human force, or krt, could bear 
The torment of my wild defpair. 

This fecret then 1 dare not know» 
And other truths are ufclefs now. 
What maitters, if unbleft in love. 
How long or ihort my life will prove i 
To gratify what low defire> 
Should I with needlefis hafte inquire 
How great, how wealthy I ftiall te ? 
Oh ! what is wealth or power to me t 
If I am happy, or undone, 
It muft proceed from you aloncw 



A 

GREEK EflGRAM 

Imitate A. 

^[XTHEN hungry wolves had trefpaft'd on the fold, 
^^ And the roiA'd fiicplierd his fad ftory told ; 
•* Can in Alcides,'.' ikid a crafty j^rieft i 
" Give him one half, and he'll fecure the reft." 
Nd I (aid the fhepherd, if the Fates decree, 
% ravaging my Aock, to ruin me, 
To their commands I willingly refign, 
l*owcr is their charafter, and patience mine 5 
-Tliouj^, troth ! to mc there feems but little odds, 
who prove the greateft robbers, wolves or gods ! 

E z r 9 
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T O 

A FRIEND, 

ON HIS NUPTIALS. 

"\XTHEN Jove lay bleft in his Alcmaena's charms^ 

^ ^ Three nights in one he preft her in his arms j 
The fun lay fet, and confcious Nature ftrove 
To (hade her God, and to prolong his love* 

From that aufpicious night Alcides came ^ 
What lefs could rife from Jove, and fuch a dam£ ? 

May this aufpicious night with that compare. 
Nor lefs the joys, nor lefs the rifing heir ; 
He ftrong as Jove, fhe like Alcmaena fair ! 
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THE 

WANDERING PILGRIM. 

HUMBLY ADORZSSKD TO 

Sir THOMAS FRANKLAND, Bart. 

POST-MASTER, AND PAY-MASTER-GENERAL TO 
QJJEEN ANNE. 

TXT ILL Piggot * muft to Coxwouldf go, 

^ ^ To live, alas ! in want, 
Unlefs Sir Thomas fay, No, no 5 

Th' allowance is too fcant. 

* This merry petition was written to obtain the porter's place 
for WiU Piggot. 

f Twelve miles north beyond the city of York. 

The 



THE WANDERING PILGRIM. S3 

The gracious Knight full well does wcet» 

Ten farthings ne'er will do 
To keep a man each day in meat : 

Some bread to meat is due. 

A Rechabite poor Will muft live* 

And drink of Adam's ale ; 
Pure ekment no life can give* 

Or mortal foul regale. 

Spare diet, and fpring-water clear, 

Phyficians hold are good : 
Who diets thus need never fear 

A fever in the blood- 
But pafs— The ^fculapian crew, 

Who eat and quaff the beft, 
They feldom mifs to bake and brew, 

Or lin to break their falL 

Could Yorkfhire-tyke but do the fame, 

Then he like them might thrive ; 
But Fortune, Fortune, cruel dame ! 

To ftarve thou doft him drive. 
In Will's old mafter's plenteous days, 

His memory e'er be bleft ! 
What need of fpeaking in his praife t 

His goodnefs (lands confeft. 

At his fam'd gate (lood Charity, 

In lovely fweet array ; 
Ceres and Hofpitality 

Dwelt there both night and day. 

E 3 But^ 
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Buty to conclude, and be concife. 
Truth muft WiH's voucher be : 

Truth never yet went in difguife^ 
For naked fUll is fhe. 

There is but one, but one alone. 

Can fet the Pilgrim free, 
And make him ceafe to pine and moaa % 

O Frankland ! it is thee» 

O ! fave him from a dreary way;. 

To Coxwould he muft hie, 
Bereft of thee, he wends aftray^ 

At Coxwould he muft die. 

Oh! let him in thy hall but ftand^ 

And wear a porter's gown. 
Duteous to what thou may'ft command ; 

Thus William's wiihes crown. 



. VENUS'S ADVICE to the MU? 

npHUS to the Mufes fpoke the Cyprian ." 
-*• ** Adorn my altars, and revere my nam 
*^ My fon fhall elfe affume his potent darts, 
** Twang goes the bow, my giiis; have at you 
The Mufes anfwer'd, " Venus, we deride 
" The vagrant*s malice, and his mother's p 
" Send him to nymphs who fleep on Ida's 
" To the loofe dance, and wanton mafquer 



VENUS'S ADVICE TO THE MUSES. $$ 

Our thoughts are fettled, and intent our look> 
Co the inftrudlive verfe, and nu>ral book : 

* On female idlenefg lus power relies ; 

^ But, when he finds us ftudying hard, he flics.'* 



CUPID TURNED PLOUGHMAN- 

FROM .M08CHU8. 

IJ I S lamp, his bow, and quiver, laid afide^ 

A ruftic wallet o*er his fhoulders tyM, 
Sly Cupid, always on new mifchief bent, 
To the rich field and furrow'd tillage went ; 
Lie any ploughman toil*d the little god. 
His tune he whifUed, and his wheat he fow*d ; 
Then fat and laughM, and to the fkies above 
*^'fing his eye, he thus infulted Jove : 
A^y by your hail, your hurtful ilorms reftraiDit 
I And, as I bid you, let it fhine or rain ; 
. ' ^Mc you again beneath my yoke (hall bow, 1 

' ^ed the fharp goad, and draw th^ fervile ploi^h ; j- 
' "^at once Europa was, Nannette is now. J 



PONTIUS AND PONTIA. 

|i N T I U S (who loves, you know, a joke> 

Much better than he loves his life) 
^-^anc*d t'other morning to provoke 
The patience of a well-bred wife* 

E 4 Taiki 
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-^^^^^neeptWr cares away. 



f:UPID TURNED STROLLER, $7 

"Cupid was knocking at my gate ; 
Who's there ! fays I, who knocks fo latc> 
Diflurbs my dreams, and breaks my reft ? 
^* O fear not me, a harmlefs ^ueft» 
He faid, but open, open, pray ! 
A foolifh child, I've loft my way, 
And wander here this moon-light night* 
An wet and cold, and wanting light.'' 
With due regard his voice I heard, 
Then rofe, a ready lamp prepar'd, 
And faw a naked boy below. 
With wings, a quiver, and a bow ; 
In hafte I ran, unlock'd my gate. 
Secure and thoughtlefs of my fate : 
I fet the child an eafy-chafr 
Againft the fire, and dry'd his hair ; 
Brought friendly cups of cheerful wine^ 
And warm'd his little hands with mine% 
All this did I with kind intent ; 
But he, on wanton mifchief bent, 
•Said, Deareft friend, this bow you fee. 
This pretty bow belongs to me : 
Obfcrve, I pray, if all be right ; 
I fear the rain has fpoil'd it quite. 
He drew it then, and ftrait I found 
Within my breaft a fecret wound. 
This done, the rogue no longer ftaid» 
But leapt away, and laughing laid, 
*** Kind hoft, adieu ! we now muft part % 
•^ Safe 18 my how, but lick thy hcaxt i^ 

T • 
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TO A 

POET OP Q^UALIT 

PRAISING THE LADY HINCHINBROKE. 

/^F thy judicious Mufe's fenfe, 

^^ Young Hinchinbroke fo very proud iSp 

That Sacharifla and Hortenfe 

She looksy henceforth, upon as dowdies^ 

Yet flie to one muft ftill fubmit, 

To dear Mamma muft pay her duty ; 

She wonders, praifing Wihnot's wit, 

Thou fhould'ft forget his daughter's beauty. 

THE PEDANT. 

T YS AND E R talks extremely well ; 
-'— ' On any fubje6t let him dweU, 

His tropes and figures will content ye z 
He fhould poiTefs to all degrees 
The art of talk ; he pradifes 

Full fourteen hours in four-and-twenty. 

CAUTIOUS ALICE. 

CO good a wife doth Lifly make, 

That from all company (he flieth ; 
Such virtuous courfes doth fhe take. 

That (he all evil tongues defieth 5 
And, for her deareft fpoufe's fake. 

She with his brethren only lieth. 
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INCURABLE. 

T) HILL IS, you boaft of perfeft health in vain. 
And laugh at thofe who of their ilU complain ; 
That with a frequent fever Qoe bums, 
A.nd Stella's plumpnefs into dropfy turns I 
Phillis, while the patients are niaeteen^ 
Little, alas ! are their diftempers feen. 
^ut thou, for all thy feeming health, art ill, 
beyond thy lover*8 hopes, or Blackmore's fldll ^ 
No lenitives can thy difeafe affuage^ 
J tell thee, 'tis incurable — 'tis age. 

TO FORTUNE. 

^^7 HILST I in prifon or in court look down^ 
Nor beg thy favour, nor cleferve thy frown, 
*^ vain, malicious Fortune, haft thou try'd, 
^y taking from my ftate, to quell my pride : 
**ifulting girl ! thy prefent rage abate, 
•^xid, wQuld'ft thou have me humbled* make me great. 

NONPAREIL. 

T E T others from the town retire, 
•■-^ And in the fields feek new delight ; 
My PhiUis does fuch joys infpire. 
No other objeds pleafe my fight. 

u 
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In her alone I find whatever 

Beauties a country landfcape grace : 

No (hade fo lovely as her hair, 
Nor plain To fwf^et as in hfcr face. 

Lilies and rofes there combine. 

More beauteous than in flowery field-; 

TTranfparent is her fkin fo fine, 

To this each cryftal flream muft yield. 

Her voice more fweet than warbling foun^ 
Though fung by nightingale or lark ; 

Her eyes fuch luftre dart around. 
Compared to them, the fun is dark. 

Both light and vital heat they give ; 

Cherifh'd by them, my love takes root. 
From her kind looks does life receive. 

Grows a fair plant, bears flowers and fruit* 

Such fruit, I ween, did once deceive 
The common j)arent of mankind. 

And made tranlgrefe our mother Eve : 
Poifon its core, though fair its rind. 

Yet fo delicious is its tafte, 
I cannot from the bait abftain, 

But to th' inchanting pleafure hafte, 

Though I were fure 'twould end in pain. 
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CHASTE FLORIMEL. 

^TO — I'll endure ten thoufand deaths^ 
"^^ Ere. any farther I'll comply 5 
Oh, Sir ! no man on earth that breathes 
Had ever yet his hand fo high ! 

Oh ! take your fword, and pierce my hearty 

Undaunted fee me meet the wound j 
Ohr win you aft a Tarquih's part ^ 

A fecond Lucrece you have found. 
Thus to the prefling Corydon, 

Poor Florimel, unhappy maid ! 
Fearing by Love to be undone. 

In broken dying accents faid. 

DeKa, who held the confcious door, 
Infpir'd by truth and brandy, fmil'd. 

Knowing that, fixteen months before. 
Our Lucrece had her fecond child. 

And, hark ye ! Madam, cry'd the bawd. 
None of your flights, your high-rope dodging ; 

Be civil here, or march abroad ; 
Oblige the Squire, or quit the lodging* 

Oh I have I — ^Florimel went on — 

Have I then loft my Delia's aid ? 
Where (hall forfaken virtue run. 

If by her fiiend fhe is betray'd I 

01 
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oil ! curfe on empty friendfhip's name ! 

Lord, what is all our future view I 
Then, dear dcftroyer of my fjune. 

Let my laft fuccour be to you ! 

From Delia's rage, and Fortune's frown, 

A wretched love-fick maid deliver ; 
Oh ! tijp me but another crown, 

Dear Sir, and make me yours for ever, 

DOCTORS DIFFER, 

^CTTTHEN Wims*of Ephraim heard Rochcftcrf 
^ ^ preach, 

Thus Bentley faid to him, I pr'ythee, dear brotkr, 
How lik'ft thou this fermon ? 'tis out of my reacht 

His is one way, faid Willis, and ours is another. 
I care not for carping ; but, this I can tell. 
We preach very fadly, if he preaches weH. 

E P I G R A MJ. 

X T E E K Francislies here, friend : without flop or ftay » 
-*^^'*" A3youvalueyourpeace,makethebeftofyourway* 
Though kt prefent arrefted by Death's caitiff paw, 
If he ilirs, he may ilill have Fecourfe to the law. 

• BUhop of Gloucefter. 

+ Bilhop Attcrbiuy. 

J Sec Attcrbury's Letters, in Pope's Works, cd, 175 1. 

2 Ajy^ 
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And in the King's-bench fhould a verdld be found. 
That by livery and feiiin his grave is his gpx>uiid. 
He will claim to himfelf what is ftri^y his due. 
And an aflion of trefpafs wiU ftraightway enfue, 
That you without right on his premifes tread. 
On a fimple fumufe that the owner is dead. 

ON BISHOP ATTERBURY's BURYING THE 
DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM, 1720. 

«« T HAVE no hopes," the Duke he fays, and dies ; 
■*• •* In fure and certain hopes," the Prelate cries : 
Of theft two learned peers, 1 pr*ythee, fay, man, 
Who is the lying knave, the prieft, or layman ? 
The Duke he (lands an infidel confeft, 
* He*8 t)ur dear brother,** quoth the lorfiy Prieft. 
The Duke, though knave, fe'H •* Brother dear," he 

cries; 
And who can fay the reverend Prelate lies ? 

UPON HONOUR. 

A FRAGMENT. 

IT O N O U R, I fey, or honeft fame, 
•*■ •*• I mean the fubftance, not the name | 

{Not that light heap of taudry wares. 
Of ermine, coronets, and ftars. 
Which often is by merit fought. 
By ^d aad flattery oftener bought ; 

The 
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The fliadcy for which Ambition looks 
In Sdden's * or in Afhmole's f books ]^ 
But the true glory, which proceeds, 
Refledied bright, from honefi deeds. 
Which we in our own breaft perceive. 
And Kings can neither take nor give., 

. ENIGMA 

ON PAM AT LOO. 

T> Y birth I'm a flave, yet can give you a crowns 
-*^ I difpofe of all honours, myfelf having none; 
I'm oblig'd by jufl maxims to govern my life. 
Yet I Ixang my own mafter, and lie with his wife. 
When men are a-gaming, I cunningly fneak, 
And their cudgels and fhovels away from them take- 
Fair maidens and ladie& I by the hand get. 
And pick off their diamonds, though ne'er fo well fet 
For whea I have comrades we rob in whole bands, 
Then prefently take off your lands from your hands. 
But, this fury once over, I've fuch winning arts, 
Thaf you love me much more than you do- your o^ 
hearts. 

A N O T H E R. 

'PORM'D half beneath, and half above the card 
•*• We fitters owe to art our fecond birth ; 
The fmith's and carpenter's adopted daughters. 
Made on the land, to travel on the waters. 

• Titlci of Honoufi. + Order of the Garter. 

•Swift 
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!r they move, as they are ftraiter bound, 
either tread the air, or wave, or ground : 
fcrve the poor for ufe, the rich for whim^ 
when it raio8,«and when it freezes^ fwim*. 



THE 

OLD GENTRY. 

TH A T all fix)m Adam firft began. 
None but ungodly Woolflon doubts ; 
(ixid that his fon, and his fon's fon, 
Were all but ploughmen,, clowns, and louts** 

Each, when his ruftic pains began. 

To merit pleaded equal right ; 
Twas only who left off at noon. 

Or who went on to work till night- 

But coronets we owe to crowns. 

And favour to a court's affedUon ; 
By nature we are Adam's fons, 

And fons of Anftis * by eledion. 
Kingfale ! eight hundred years have roll' A' 

Since thy forefathers held the plow ; 
When this in ftory (hall be told. 

Add, that my kindred do fo now. 

The man who by biff labour gets 

His bread, in independent ftate. 
Who never begs, and feldom eats, 

Himfelf can fix or change his fate*. 

♦ Garter King at Amu. 
OU XXXLV.. F T \l ^ 
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INSATIABLE PRIEST/ 

T UKE Preachill admires what wekpacnoi 
•*-^ meany 

That thus by our profit and ple^ure arc fway'4 • 
He has but three HvingSi and would l>e a dean ; 

His wife dy'd this year, he has iqarry'd his myd. 

To fuppreCi ftll hit carnal defires i^ their birth,- 
At aJl hours a lufty young hufly is neqr : 

And, to take off his thought? from the thipgs of tii 
earth, 
He can be ogntent with two thou£%n4 ^ y^9r« 

A FRENCH SONG IMITAT?) 

"XT^ HY thus from the plain does iny Hi^pHm^^^ 
^ ^ Forfaking her fwfiin, and negle^^g his lov 
You have heard all rpy grief, you fee how J di^. 
Oh I give fome relief to the fwain whpxii y^^ fly. 

How can you compkio» or what am I to fay. 
Since my dog lies ttnfed» and my (heep run aftray ? 
Need I tell what I Olqan^ that I bnguifh alone ! 
When I leav^ sQ tbi plain, you may gueia 'tis lor c 

A CA 
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A OASE STATEP. 

VrOW how (hall J ^ vfitb ifij love aqd my pricley 
Dear Dick t, giyc me counfel» if ^iend^bip haf 

V^cc purge, or let blood ! furly Richard replyM, 
And forget the coquette in the arms of your Nannyf . 

^le I pleaded with pailion how much I defervM, 
For the pains and the torments of more than a year ; 

>hc looked in an almanack, whence fhe bbfervM, 
That it wante4 ^ fortnight to Bart'l'RiCY^ fair. 

'7 Cowley and Waller how vainly I quote> 
While my negligent judge only liears with her eye ! 

Jialong flaxen wig, and embroider^ new coat. 
Her fpark fayiqg no^hin^ \dJks better than I. 

JPON PLAYING AX pM?f 5 V?TB TWO 
LADIES. 

I KNOW that fortune lopghas^ ^yan^d fight. 

And therefore pfu-dpR'd whep ib^ did not right ; 
k yet till t)ien it i^^ver did appear, 
W, as (he w^tcd eyes, (h^ could not he^^r ; 
begg'd that (he would give me leave to lofe^ 
thing (he does not commonly refufe ! 

* Mr. Sbdton. i Mrs* Durhtnu 

Ft Two 
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Two matadores are out againft my game. 
Yet ftill I play, and ilill my luck's the fame : 
Unconquer'd in three fuits it does remain^ 
Whereas I only a(k in one to gain j 
Yet (he, ilill contradifting, gifts impart^ 
And gives fuccefs in every fuit — but hearts* 



C U P I D*S PROMISE, 

A FRENCH SONG PARAPHRASED. 

OFT Cupid, wanton, amorous boy, 
^ The other day, mov'd with my lyre. 
In flattering accents fpoke his joy. 

And utterM thus his fond defire. 

Oh ! raife thy voice f one fong I a(k ; 

Touch then thy harmonious finiig : 
To Thyrfis eafy is the tafk. 

Who can fo fweetly play and ling. 

Two kifles from my mother dear, 
Thyrfis, thy due reward fhall be ; 

None, none, like beauty's queen is fair» 
Paris has vouch'd this truth for me. 

1 ftrait reply'd. Thou know'il alone 
That brighteft Chloe rules my breaft : 

I'll ilng thee two iniflead of one. 
If thou'lt be kind, and make me bleil. 



CUPID'S PROMISE. '^9 

ne kifs from Chloe's lips^ no more, 
I crave : He promis'd me fuccefs ; 
play'd with all my fkill and power. 
My glowing pailion to e^prefs. 

uty oh ! my Chloe, beauteous maid ! 
Wilt thou the wifh'd reward beftow ? 
Tilt thou make good what Love has faid. 
And, by thy grant, his power (how ? 



TO THE 

I A K L OF OXFOR-D. 

TTEN EXTEMPORE, IN LADY OXFORD's STUDY* 
I7I7. 

T^EN, ink, and wax, and paper, fend 
'*• To the kind wife, the lovely friend : 

Smiling bid her freely write 

What her happy thoughts indite ; 

Of virtue, goodnefs, peace, and love. 

Thoughts which angels may approve. 
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HONOURAfeife lkt)y %ART&AlkET tAlfeflC 
ftARLEY, WotN a CifftLU 

Ti/T Y riotifc, fb^dy, Ktfle ft^, 
•^^•^ Let this my firft epiftlc beg you. 
At dawn of morn, and clofe of even. 
To lift your heart and hands to Heaven. 
In douUe beauty fay your prayer : 
Our Father fidd, — ^then, Notre Pere : 
And, deareft child, along the day. 
In every thing you do iand fay. 
Obey and pleafe my lord and lady. 
So God fhall love, and angels aid ye. 
If to theife precepts you att6hd. 
No if^cond later rieed I feM, 
And fo I reft 'yo\ir contttot Meiid. 

X.mES WRITTEN UNDER THE PRINT OF TOM BRI' 
THE SMALL-COAL-MAN, PAINTED BY 
MR. WOOLASTON 

THOUGH doomM to fmall-coal, yet to arts a] 
Rich without wealth, and famous without p 
Mulick's befl patron, judge of books and men, 
Belov'd and honoured by Apollo's train : 
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Greece or Rome fure never did appear 

Vight a genlusy in fb dJ^tk & fphere I 
dre of the man had artfully been fav'd, 
ad Kaeller pbietefl, mbd hiKl VdtUtc gtvr'd. 



TRUTH TOLD AT LAST. 

^AYS Pontius in rage, contradi6Ung his wife, 

« You Wvtt- ^et t<dd mc one thith in yodr Kfe.'* 
•^ext Pontia no way could this thefis allow, 
'* You're a cuokoldt &tj% (he( do I tcH ^om truth ndw >** 



WRITTEN III LADY HOWE's 0VID*S EPISTLES.. 

XJOWKVER4iigh, liowever cold, the fair, 

ttowever great the dying lover's care, 
Ovid, kind author, found him fome relief, 
^g'd his unruly fighs, and fet his grief; 
Taught him what accents had the power to move^ 
And always gain'd him .pity, foraetimcs love. 
"% oh ! what pangs torment the deftin'd heart* 
That feels the wound) yet dares not (hew the dart % 
*^^ eafe could Ovid to his forrows givej 
"^ muft. not fpeak, and therefore cannot live I 
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AN EPISTLE, J^^6. 

T Pray, good Lord Harley, let Jonathan know. 
How long you intend to live incognito. 
Your humble iervant^ 

Elkanah SsTTUt 



ANOTHER EPISTLE. 



T Pray Lady Harriot the time to affign 
■^ When (he fhall receive a tu-'^'*'"' ^"'^ " 
That a body may come to St. 



ime to amgn 1 

turkey and chine ; r 
it. James's, to dine. J 



T RUE'S EPITAPH. 

TF wit or honefty could favc 
"*• Our mouldering afties from the grave. 
This ftone had ftill remairi'd unmark'd, 
I ftill writ prdfe. True -ftill have bark'd. 
But envious Fate has claini'd its due 4 
Here lies the mortal part of True : 
His deathlefs virtues muft furvive. 
To better us that are alive. 

His prudence and his wit were feen 
In that, from Mary's grace and mien, 
lie owri*d the power, and lov'd the Queeiw 
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TR UE'S EPITAPH* 7I 

By loRg obedience he confeft 

That fcrving her was to be bleft— • 

Ye murmurers, let True evince 

That men are beafls, and dogs have fenfe I 

His faith and truth all Whitehall knows. 
He ne'er could fawn or flatter thofe 
Whom he believed were Mary's foes : 
Ne*er /kulkM from whence his fovereign led him, 
Or fnaxi'd againft the hand that fed him. — 
Head this, ye ftatefmen now in favour, 
And mend your own, by True's behaviour ! 



M. 



T^O Richmond and Peterburgh, Matt gave his letters. 
And thought they were fafe in the hands of his 
betters. 
•low happened it then that the packets were loft ? 
rhcfe were Knights of the Garter, not Knights of the 
Poft- 
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V 1 G E R o y, 

A B A L L A IK 

TO THE TVNC OF, LADY ISABELLA'S T%AdB9-'V» 

/^F Nero, tyrant> petty king*, 
^^ Who heretofore did reign 

In fam'd Hihemia, T will fing, 

. And ill a ditty plailk. 

He hated was by'rich and poor. 

Wet Yeifohs ybu fhaH hear ; 
S6 ill he eie^iiB*d his powerj 

That he himfelf did fear. 

Full proud and atrogant was he. 

And covetous withal ; 
The guilty he would flill fet free^ 

But guiltlefs men enthral. 

He, with a haughty impious nod. 

Would curfe and dogmatize ; 
Not fearing either man or God : 

Gold he did idolize. 

* Lord Conrngibji one of the lords juftices of Ireland*- 
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Free-quarters for ^c army too 

He did exaft and force 
On Proteftants ; his love to (how^ 

Than Papift us'd them worfe. 

On all proviiions defUn'd for 

The camp at Limerick, 
He laid a tax full hard and fore. 

Though many men were fick. 
The futlers too he did ordain 

For licences (hould pay, 
Which they refused with juft difdain. 

And fled the camp away. 

By which proviiions were fo fcant. 

That hundreds there did die ; 
The foldiers food and drink did want* 

Nor famine could they fly. 

He fo much lov'd his private gain. 

He could not hear or fee ; 
They might or die, or might complain^ 

Without relict partSe. 

That, above and againil all right. 

By word of mouth did he. 
In council fitting, hellifh fpite. 

The former's fate decree : 

That he, delJ without trial, 

Straitway fliould handed be ; 
Though then the courts were open all. 

Yet Nero judge would be. 

N* 
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Ko fooner fiud, but it was done» 

The bourreau did his worft ; 
Gaphny, alas ! is dead and gone» 

And left his judge accurft. 

In this concife defpotic way 

Unhappy Gaphny fell, 
Which did all honeft men affray^ 

As truly it might well. 

Full two good hundred pounds a year. 

This poor man's real eftate. 
He fettled on his favourite dear. 

And Culliford can fay't* 

Befidesy he gave five hundred pound 

To Fielding his own fcribe, 
\Vho was his bail ; one friend he founds 

He ow'd him to the bribe. 

^ut for this horrid murder vile 

None did him ptofecute ; 
iiis old friend help'd him o*er the ftile : 

With Satan who difpute ! 

"^Tith France, fair England's mortal foe, 

A trade he carry'd on ; 
^iad any other done't, I trow, 

To Tripos he had gone. 

That he did likewife traiteroufly. 

To bring his ends to bear, 

Xnrich himfelf mod knavifhly ; 

thief without compare 1 

Vaft 
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Vaft quantities of Aqms did k^ 

Embezale aivi purloin ; 
Of the king's ftorcs he kept a kejr^ 

Converting them to coin. 

The forfeited efla^ aKo* 

Both real and perfoq^ 
Did with th^ ftpres together g% 

Fierce Cerberus fwaUow'd all* 

Mean y^ul^ th^ foldiers %h'd and foUbM^ 

For not one foym had they ; 
His excellence h^d e^ph man fohb'd* 

For he had funk their pay* 
Nero, wit^pu^ the kaft difguife. 

The papifls at all Xii^^s 
StiU faYpuf^'dii ai)d their robberief 

Look'd on as trivi^ pnmfs^ 

The Proteftants whopa they did rob 

During his government, 
Were fcgrc'd with patience, like good Jpb|, 

To reft themfejves content. 

For he did bafcly ^hem rc|ufc 

AH legal remedy ; 
The Romans ftill he wel) did ufe| 

Still fcreen'd their roguery. 

SuccindUy thus to you I'y? told> 
How this Viceroy did reign ; 

And other truths I fhall unfoldf 
For truth is always plain* 



The bcft Qf QgwM h^ hat> revfl'd, 

Before and fiAoe her deatk ; 
He, crue^ ^fii, im^tefuly fmil'd 

When fhe refign'd her breath. 

Forgetful of th^ ij^^ws' U^ 

She h^d 09 hiw^ bfftowMf 
Like Lucifer hi^ r^uK^rous mi9d» 

He lov*d nor l^r i\or GoA* 
But liften, Nero, lei^d thy e^r»t 

As ftill thou hs^ft them on } . 
Hear what Britannia fays vfiik tear|y 

Of Anna dead and gone. 

•* Oh ! (acred b? her memory, 

" For ever dear her na^je I 
** There never was^ nor e'^r c^n l?fi| 

" A brighter, jufler cj^mc 
'* Bleft be my fcns, and eke all thpfo 

" Who on her praifes dw^U! 
* ^ She conquered Britain'^ fierceft fpes, 

" She did all queens excel. 
^* All princes, kings, and potentates, 

" Ambafra(!ors did fend : 
^* All nations, provinces, and (Utes, 

" Sought Anna fqx their frien^. 
^* In Anna they did all confide, 

" For Anna they could truft : 
** Her royal faith they all had tryM, 

** For Anna ftiU was juft 

« Truth, 



..Mdbounteou 

..Co»rummatevAIdom.^^^f^te. 
« Adom'd**^; fei,Up»*dfett. 

..Andfvreetber . ^^^„^vmr 

..Shecau»'dd«J-»,^^,,tnovmv 

.. To heave* ft^e ^ ^ £„,ope g^f "^ 
"Her lofef^:;r.td dear deV.ght. 

.. Their ftrengt^» ^ b:,r^U 

• Utfa this tieavcu j 
.. Leave ^e til bW^^,«„,., 

"^^^"'*JhS»«^^<=*'^^^'"'' 
"^•^^r^ itemouvtv. ..Co 
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•* Commemorate, my fons, the day 

" Which gave great Anna birth : 
** Keep it for ever and for aye, 

** And annual be your mirth !'' 

lUuftrious George now filis the throne. 

Our wife benign good king : 
Who can his wondrous deeds make knowffii 

Or his bright adlions fing ? 

iTiee, favourite Nero, he has deign'd 

To raife to high degree ! 
^Vell thou thy honours haft fuftainM, 

Well vouched thy anceftry. 

^ut pafs — Thefe honours on thee laid. 

Can they e'er make thee white ? 
X^on't Gaphny's blood, which thou haft (hed,. 

Thy guilty fout affright ? 

'CDh ! are there not, grim mortal, telli 

Haces of blifs- and woe ? 
^h ! is there not a heaven, a hell ? 

But whither wilt thou go ? 

^an. nought change thy obdurate rtlind? 

Wilt thou for ever rail ? 
The prophet on. thee well rcfin*d, 

And fet thy wit to. fale. 

^ow thou art loft to fenfe and fhame,. 

Three countries witnefs be : 
*Thy condudl all juft men do blame>. 

Libera nos^ Domine ! 
^OL. XXXIV.. G. Dame 
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Dame Juftke waits thee, well I ween. 

Her fword is brandi(KM high : 
Nought can thee from her rengeaace fcreeOy 

Nor canft thou from her fly* 

Heavy her ire wiH fall on thee. 

The glittering fteel is fure : 
Sooner or later^ all agree. 

She cuts off the impure. 
To her I leave thee, gloomy pcei^! 

Think on thy crimes conunitted : 
Repent, and be for once fincere. 

Thou ne'er wilt be De-Witted. 

APOLOGY TO A LADY, 

WHO TOLD ME, I COULD NOT L©VE HER KiAVtlVh 
BECAUSE I HAD LOVED OTHERS. 

PROBABLY BY Mtl. PRIOR^. 

>TN IMITATION OF MR. >W AL t/CR. 

T^AIR Sylvia, ccafe to blame my youth 
-■■ For having lov'd before ; 
So men, ere they have learnt. the truth. 
Strange Deities adore. 

♦ By the manner in which this and the two following little pi**** 

are printed in the Oxford and Cambridge Mifcellany PoemS) th«** 

is little doubt but they are the produdlions of tbc cxcdknt P** 

to whom J have afcribed them. N. 

-My 



APOLOGY TO A LADY. $3 

J youth ('tis true) has often rang'd. 

Like bees o'er ^audy flowers ; 

ad maay thoufj^nd loves has chang'd} 

Till it was fixt in yours. 

w, Sylvia, when I faw thofe eyes, 

*Twas foon determinM there ; 

ars might as well forfake the fkies. 

And vanifh into air ! 

I from this great rule do err> 

New beauties to explore ; 

ay I again turn wanderer. 

And never fettle more I 



3AINST MODESTY IN LOVE* 

^O R many unfuccefslul years 

At Cynthia's feet I lay ; 
nd often bath'd them with my tears, 
Defpair'd, but durft not pray. 

o proftrate wretch, before the (hrine 

Of any faint above, 

*er thought his Goddefs more divine, 

Or paid more awful love. 

till the difdainful dame look'd down 

With an infulting pride ; 
Leceiv'd my pailion with a frown, 

Or tofs'd her head afide. 

G 2 Whca 
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When Cupid whifpcr'd in my car, 

" Ufe more prevailing charms, 
** Fond, whining, modeft fool, draw near, 

** And clafp her in your arms. 

** With eager kifles tempt the maid, 

" From Cynthia's feet depart ; 
•* The lips he warmly muft invade, 

** Who would poffefs the heart.*' 

With that I fhook off all my fears. 

My better fortune try'd ; 
And Cynthia gave what fhe for ycart 

Had foolifhiy deny'd. 

ON A YOUNG LADY'S GOING TO TOV^ 
IN THE SPRING. 

/^NE night unhappy Celadon, 
^^ Beneath a friendly myrtle's fhade. 
With folded arms and eyes caft down. 
Gently repos'd his love-fick head : 
Whilft Thyrfis fporting on the neighbouring plaiiip 
Thus heard the difcontented youth complain : 

" Afk not the caufe why fickly flowers 

•* Faintly recline their drooping heads ; 
** As fearful of approaching fliowers, 
** They ftrive to hide them in their beds, 
** Grieving with Celadon they downward grow, 
** And feel with him a fympathy of woe. 

«ChL 
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•* Chloris will go ; the cruel fair, 

" Regardlefs of her dying fwain, 
•* Leaves him to languifh, to defpair, 
" And murmur out in fighs his pain. 
•* The fugitive to fair Augufta flies, 
** To make new flaves, and gain new vi£lories» 

•* So reftlefs monarchs, though poffefs'd 

** Of all that we call ftate or power, 
" Fancy themfelves but meanly bleft, 
" Vainly ambitious ftill of more. 
" Round the wide world impatiently they roam, 
** Not fatisfy'd with private fway at home." 

WHEN THE CAT IS AWAY, 
THE MICE MAY PLAY. 

A Fable*, inscribed to dr. swift. 

PROBABLY BY MR. PRIOR. 

' In domibus Mures avido dente omnia captant: 
In domibus Furcs avida mente omnia raptant." 

A LADY once (fo (lories fay) 
"^^^ By rats and mice infefted, 
^ith gins and traps long fought to flay 
The thieves ; but ftill they fcap'd away. 
And daily her molefted. 

* The hints of this and the following Fable appear to hare 
w'^Sinatcd from •* The Fable of the Old Lady and her Cats," 
?nntcd in " The General Poftfcript,'* Nov. 7, 1709. They 
^«^ been both afcribed to Dr. Swift. N. 
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She begsy (he {brms, (he fawnt, fhe fret8», 

(Her art» are aU empioy'd) 
And tells her lady in a pet, 
Grimalkin coft her more in meat 

Than all the rats deftroy'd. 

At length thi&fpiteful .waking-maid. 

Produc'd a thing amazing ; 
TThe favourite cat's a vidkim made. 
To fatisfy this prating jade. 

And £urly tum*d a-grazing. 

l^ow lap-dog is again reftor'd * 

Into his lady's favour ;. 
Sumptuoufly kept at bed and boards, 
And he (fo Nab has given her word)? 

Shall from all vermin fave her. 

Nab much exults at this fuccefs, 
Andy overwhelmed with joy, , 
Her lady fondly does carefs. 
And tells her, Fubb can do no lefs 
Than all her foes deftroy. . 

But vain fuch hopes ; the mice that fled". 

Return, now Grim's difcarded ; 
Whilft Fubb till ten, on filken bed, 
Securely lolls his drowfy head. 

And leaves cheefe unregarded* . 

G4. 
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Nor rats nor mice the lap-dog fear. 
Now uncontrolPd their theft is 2 
And whatfoe'er the vennin fpare, 
Nab and her dog betwixt them {hare> 
Nor pie nor pippin kft is. 

Mean while, to cover their deceit. 
At once, and (lander Grim ; 

Nab fays, the cat comes out <^ Tpight^ 

To rob her lady every night, 
So lays it all on him. 

Nor com fecure in garret high. 
Nor cheefecake fafe in clofet ; 
The cellars now unguarded lie. 
On every fhelf the vermin prey ; 
And Hill Grimalkin does it. 

The gains from com apace decayed. 

No bags to market go : 
Complaints came from ^he dairy^maid. 
The mice had fpoil'd her butter trade. 

And eke her cheefe alfo. 

With this fame lady once there liv*d 

A trufty fervant-maid. 
Who, hearing this, full much was gricv'd, 
Pearing her lady was deceived. 

And haften'd to her aid. 



Much 
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The lady, «l»«=^, take, 
RefoWe» again her j^^fake, 

And ne'er agam^«i,. 

Left fcc »g*''' ^ 

T H K 

„ -rtTlR CAT-. 

iJor could they ^^^ ^^y, 

I>e'°«'^iT^lion-bearted. 

And Puf» g«w n ^5^ A* 

^" ^; M « be b, Prior or Sw.ft. 1» ^ ^. p^ke of 
TAle •« f»'i » '^ 7„ «v>ere U i» 'ff'"" ' 
Smc," .7*°.- P- S'9r ^ by Si.ift W Pti*. N- ^ 



90 PRIOR^S POEMS. 

He fcratch'd her maid, he ftok the crtam^. 

He tore her beft lac*d piimer ; 
Nor Chanticleer upon the beamy 
Nor chick, nor duckling %ape8y when GnA 

Invites the fox to dinner.. 

The dame fiill wifely did decree,. 

For fear he (hould difpatch more. 
That the felfe wretch fhoiild worried be ; 
But in a fancy manner he 

Thua fpeech'd it like a Lechmere* :, 

<* Muft I, againft aS right and law, 
«* Like p^e-C2^ vile be treated ? 

** I, who fo long with tooth and claw^. 

** Have kept domeilic mice in awe, 
«* And foreign foes defeated ! 

<< Your golden pippins, and your pies,. 

" How oft have I defended ! 
** *Tis true, the pinner which you prize^ 
^* I tore in frolick ; to your eyes . 

** I never harm intended. 

*« I am a cat of honour.'* — ** Stay !'^ 

Quoth fhe, ** no longer parley ; 
** Whate'er you did in battle iky, 
** By law of arms, became your prey : 
** I hope you won it fairly. 

♦ The celebrated lawyer. N. 



THE WIDOW AND HER CAT. 91 

•* Of this well grant you ftand acquit, 

** But not of your outrages : 
** Tell me, perfidious I was it fit 
^* To make my cream a perquifite, 

** And fteal, to mend your wages? 

^* So flagrant is thy infolence, 

<* So vile thy breach of truft is, 
^* That longer with thee to difpenfe, 
^* Were want of power, or want of fenfc— 

** Here, Towzer!— do him juftice." 
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SET TO MUSIC 
^V THE MOST EMINENT MASTERS. 

L Set by Mr. Abel. 

"D E ADING ends in melancholy ; 
^^ Wine breeds vices and difeafes ; 
Wealth is but care, and love but folly ; 

Only friendfhip truly pleafes. 
My wealth, my books, my flaflc, my Molly ; 

Farewell all, if fnendfhip ceafes. 

I 

II. Set 
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But fay, fliQidd Heaven bring no relief 
Suppose our fun ihould never rife : 

Why then what's due to fuch a grid*. 
We've paid already with our eyes. 

V. Set byMr. DeFesch. 

T ET peijur'd flair Amynta know, 
•*^ What for her fake I undergo ; 
Tell her for her how I fuftain 
A lingering fever's wafting pain ; 
Tdl her the torments I endure. 
Which only, only fhe can cure. 

But, oh ! Jhe fcoms to hear, or fee. 
The wretch that lies fo low as me ; 
Her fudden greatnefs turns her brain. 
And Strephon hopes, alas ! in vain : 
For ne'er 'twas found (though often tiy'c 
That pity ever dwelt with pride. 

VI. Set by Mr. Smith. 

T> HILL IS, fmce we have both been 1 
•*• And of each other had our fill ; 
Tell me what pleafure you can find. 

In forcing nature 'gainft her will. 
^Tis true, you may with art and pain, 

■Keep in fome glowings of defire ; 
But ftill thofe glowings which remain. 

Are only aihes of the fire. 
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'"Then let us free each other's foul. 
And laugh at the dull conflant fool^ 

IVho woifld Love's liberty control, 
And teach us how to whine by rule* 

Let us no impoiitions fet. 

Or dogs upon each other's heart 4 

But, as for pleafure firft we met. 
So now for pleafure let us part. 

^We both have fpent our ftock of Iove» 

So -confequently fhould be free ; 
"TTiyrfis expedls you in yon* grove. 

And pretty Chloris ftays for me. 

VIL Set by >Ir. De Fesch> 

l^HILLIS, this pious talk give o'er, 
•*" And modeilly pretend no more ; 

It is too plain an art : 
Surely you take me for a fool, 
And would by this prove me fo dull. 

As not to know your heart. 

In vain you fancy to deceive. 
For truly I can ne'er believe 

But this is all a fham ^ 
Since any one may plainly fee. 
You'd only fave yourfdf with me. 

And with another damn. 

VIII. Set 
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VIII. Set by Mr. Smith* 

CTILL, Dorinda, I adore, 
^ Think I mean not to deceive you ; 
For I lov^d you much before. 
And, alas T now love you more. 
Though I force myfelf to leave you* 

Staying, I my vows fhall fail ; 
Virtue yields, as love grows ftronger ;: 

Fierce- defires will furc prevail ; 

You are fair, and I am frail. 
And dare trull myfelf no longer. 

You, my love, too nicely coy. 
Left I fhould have gaiu'd the trealiirc,^ 
Made my vows and oaths deftroy 
The pleafing hopes I did enjoy 
Of all my future peace and pleafiire* 

To my vows I have been true. 
And in filence hid my anguifh, 
But I cannot promife too 
What my love may make me do. 
While with her for whom I languifh* 

For in thee ftrange magic lies. 
And my heart is too, too tender ; 

Nothing's proof againft thofe eyes,. 

Beft refolves and ftrideft ties 
To their force muft foon furreader.. 
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t, Dorinda, you*re fevere, 
1 doating, thus to fever ; 
ice from all I hold mod dear, 
lat you may no longer fear, 
jrcc myfelf for ever. 

C. Set by Mr.DeFesch. 

It, O Love, thy want of eyes, 
r by the Fates decreed, 

hearts fo feldom fympathize, 

for each other bleed ? 

3u would'ft make two youthful hearts 

le amorous fhaft obey ; 

luld fave the^ the expence of dartSj 

id more extend thy fway. 

ear, alas ! thus to deftroy 

lyfclf, thy growing power*; 

hat which would be ftretch'd by joy, 

:fpair will foon devour. 

wound then my relentlefs &ir, 
r thy own (ake and mine ; 

boundlefs blifs may be my (hare, 
id double glory thine. 

X. Set by Mr. Smith. 

Y, Harry, what ails you? why look you fo 

ad? 

and ne'er drink, wiU make you ftark-mad. 

CXXIV. H 'Tl% 
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V 
'Ti8 the miftrefs, the friend, and the bcrtlle^ did b( 
Which create all the pleafure poor mortals enjoy" ; 
But wine of the rfiree's the moft cordhd brother. 
For one it relieves^ and it ftrengthens the other. 

XI. Set by Mr. Smith. 

C INCE my words, though ne'^ fo tcndei 
■^ With fincereft truth expreft. 
Cannot make your heart furrender. 
Nor fo much as warm your breafl^ 

What will move the fpring^ of nature ? 

What will make you think me trucf 
Tell me, thou myfterious creature. 

Tell poor Strephon what will do. 
Do not, Charmion, rick your lover. 

Thus, by feeming not to know 
What fo plainly all difcover. 

What his eyes fo plainly {hew« 

Fair one, 'tis yourfelf deceiving^"^ 
'Tis againftr your reafon's law : 

Atheift-like (th* effe<a perceiving) 
Still to diftelieve the caufe. 

XII. Set by Miu De Fesch; 

Ti/rORELLA, charming without artf 

And kind \vithout defign^ 
Can never lofe the fmalleft part 
Of fuch a heart as mine. 

2 Ob 
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Oblig'd a thouiand feveral ways. 

It ne'er can break her chains ; 
While paflipn, i^ch her beauties raife» 

My gratitude maintains. 

XIIL Set by Mr.DbFesch. 

T OVE ! inform thy feithful creature 
-*-^ How to keep his fair ohe's heart ; 
^uft it be by truth of nature. 
Or by poor diffembling art ? 

Tell the fecret, (hew the wonder, 

How we both may gain our ends ; 
I am loll if we're afunder, 

Ever tortur'd if we're friends* 

XIV. Set by Mr. De Fesch. 

'T^ OUCH the lyre, on every firing, 
•*" Touch it, Orpheus, I will fing 
A fong which fhall immortal be ; 
Since fhe I fing's a deity ; 
A Leonora, whofe Weft birth 
Has no relation to this earth. 

XV. Set by Mr. Smith. 

ON C E I was unconfin'd and free. 
Would I had been foftiUl 
Enjoying fweeteft liberty. 
And roving at my wilL 

H 2 But 
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But now, not nu^er of my hearty 

Cupid does fo decide. 
That two (he-tyrants fhaU it part. 

And fo poor me divide. 
Viftoria's will I muft obey, 

She a6b without control : 
Phillis has fuch a taking way» 

She charms my very fouL 

Deceiv'd by Phillis' looks and (iniles, 

Into her fnares I run : 
Vidloria fhews me all her wiles. 

Which yet I dare not fhun. 
From one I fancy every kifs 

Has fomething in't divine ; 
And, awful, tafte the balmy blifs. 

That joins her lips vnth mine. 

But, when the other I embrace. 
Though (he be not a queen, 

Methinks 'tis fweet with fuch a lafs 
To tumble on the green. 

Thus here you fee a fhared heart, 
But I, meanwhile, the fool : 

Each in it has an equal part. 
But neither yet the whole. 

Nor will it, if I right forecaft. 

To either wholly yield : 
I find the time approaches fail. 

When both muft quit the field. 
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XVI. Set by Mr. De Fesch. 

TC^AREWELL, Amynta, we muft part ; 
'■• The charm has loft its power, 
"Which held fo faft my captiv'd heart 
Until this £ital hour. 

Sadft thou not thus my love abu8'd» 

And us'd me ne'er fo ill, 
Thy cruelty I had excused. 

And I had loVd thee ftiU. 

Sut know, my foul difdains thy fway. 

And fcoms thy charms and thee, 
To which each fluttering coxcomb may 

As welcome be as me. 
Think in what perfeft blifs you reign'd^ 

How lov'd before thy fall ; 
And no^, alas ! how much difdain'd 

By me, and fcom'd by all. 

Yet thinking of each happy hour. 

Which I with thee have fpent. 
So robs my rage of all its power. 

That I almoft relent. 

But pride will never let me bow, 

No more thy charms can move : 
Yet thpu art worth my pity now, 

Becaufe thou hadft my love* 

H s XVII. Sit 
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XVII. SE-i- BY Mr. Smith. 

A C C E P T, my love, as true a heart 
•^^ As ever lover gave : 
'Tis free (it vows) from any art. 
And proud to be your ilave. 

Then take it kindly, as 'twas meant. 

And let the giver live : 
Who, with it, would the world have fent. 

Had it been his to give. 
And, that Dorinda may not fear 

I e'er will prove untrue. 
My vow (haU, ending with the year. 

With it begin anew. 



XVIII. Set BY Ma. Ds ?esch. 

'^ A N N Y bluihes when I woo her^ 
•*■ ^ And, with kindly-chiding eyes. 
Faintly fays, I (hall undo her. 
Faintly, O forbear i ihe cries. 

But her breads while I am preffing. 

While to hers my lips I join, 
Warm'd fhe feems to ufte the bleffing. 

And her klfles anfwer mine. 
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Undebavbdi'd hj rules of iionouTy 

Innocence "^midi natufje <liannt ; 
One bids, geady puii me ftomlier. 

T'other, take me in her anns* 

XIX. Set py M&. Smith. 

C I N C E we your huftend daily fee 

So jealou9 out of feafon, 
Phillisy let you and I agr^ee 

To make him fo with reafon. 
I'm vext to think, that every night 

A fot, within thy arms, 
Tailing the moft divine delist. 

Should fully all your charms. 

While fretting I muft he alone, 

Curfing the powers divine, 
That undefervedly have thrown 

A pearl unto a fwine. 

Then, Phillis, heal my wounded heart,. 

My burning paffion cool ; 
I^et me, at leaf):, in thee have part 

With thy iniipid fooL 

XX. Set by C. R. 

IJ H I L JL I S, give this humour over, 
-^ We too long have time abus'd ; 
3 (hall turn an arrant rover, 
If the &vogr'9 iUll refus'd^ 

H4 Faith! 
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Faith ! 'tis nonfenfe out of meafurey 

Without ending, thus to fee 
Women fbrc'd to tafle a pleafure 

Which they love as well as we* 

Let not pride and folly (hare you. 

We were made but to enjoy ; 
Ne'er will age or cenfure fpare you. 

E'er the more for being coy. 

Never fancy time's before you. 

Youth, believe me, will away ; 
Then, alas ! who will adore you, 

Or to wrinkles tribute pay ? 

All the fwains on you attending 

Show how much your charms *deferve; 
But, mifer-like, for fear of (pending^ , 

You amidft your plenty flarve. 
While a thoufand freer laffes. 

Who their youth and charms employ^ 
Though your beauty their's furpaifes, 

X.ive in.far more perfed joy. 

-XXL 

TTASTE, my Nannettc, 'my lovely maid ! 
-*■ •*" Hafte to the bower thy fwain has made ^ 
For thee alone I made the bower. 
And ftrcw'd the couch with many a flower. 
None but my (heep (hflll near us come •: 
"Venus be prais'd ! myiheep are 4umb» 

Gre^ 
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Great God of Love 1 tike ^ou mycrobk^ 
To keep the wolf from Nannette't flock* 
Guard thou the iheep, to her fo dear ; 
My own, alas ! are lefs my care* 
But of the wolf if thou'rt afraid* 
Come not to us to call for aid ; 
For with .her fwain my love fhall flay. 
Though the wolf prowl, and the (heep fbay. 

XXII. SxT ay Mr. De Fesch* 

C INCE by ill fkte Pm fore*d away. 

And fnatch'd fo foon from thofe dear arms* 
Againfl my will I muft obey, 
And leave thofe fweet endearing charms. 

Yet flin love on, and never fear, 

But you and conftancy will prove 
Enough my prefent flame to bear. 

And make me, though in abfence, love« 

For, though your prefence fate denies, 

I feel, sdas ! the killing fmart ; 
And can, with undikemed eyes. 

Behold your pidure in my heatt. 

^XIII. Set by Mr. De Fescr* 

^N vain, alas ! poor Strephon tries 
•*• To eafe his tortuPd breaft ; 
6ince Amoret the cure denies. 
And makes his pain a jeil.' 

Ah! 
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iVb! fiur-one, why to mc lb coy ? 

And why to faim fo trae. 
Who lyith more coidnA flights the joy ^ 

Than I with loirc puriiic ? 

Die then, unhappy loTer ! die ; 

For, fince (he gives diee death, 
The world has nothing that can buy 

A minute more of breath. 
Yet, though I could your fcom outlive9 

'Twere folly ; fince to me 
Not Iqve itfelf a jpy qjn give, 

But, AwQrct, in tjiee. 

XXIV. Set BY Mr. De F e s c h. 

"XlIT ELL ! I will never more cpiy^piaii), 

^ ^ Or call the Fates Hnjdnd ; 
Alas ! how fond it is, how vain ! 
But felf-conpeitednefs doe^ reign 

In every mortal mind. 
'Tis true they long did me deny. 

Nor would permit a fight : 
I rag'd ; &>r I cpuld not efpy. 
Or think that any harm could lie 

Difgu^s'd in that delight. 

At laft, my wifiies to fulfil, 

They did their power refign ; 
I faw her ; but I wifh I ftifl 
Had been obedient to their will, 
And they not unto mine* 
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Yet I by this have learnt the wit. 

Never to grieve or fket 2 
Contentedly I will fubmit. 
And think that bed which they think ^t, 

Without the leaft regret. 

XXV. Set by Mr. C. R. 

/^ H L O E beauty has and wit, 
^^ And an air that is not common ; 
Every charm in her does meet, 
Fit to make a handfome woman* 

But we do not only find 

Here a lovely face or feature ; 
For (he's merciful and kind. 

Beauty's anfwer'd by good-nature. 

She is always doing good, 

Of her favours never fparing. 
And, as all good Chriilians fhould, 

Keeps poor mortals from defpairing. 

Jove the power knew of her charms. 
And that no man could endure them; 

So, providing 'gainft all harms. 

Gave to her the power to cure them. 

And 'twould be a cruel thing. 

When her black eyes have rais'd defire. 

Should (he not her bucket bring. 
And kindly help to quench the fire* 

XXVI, 
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XXVI. 

C I N C Ey Moggy, I mun bid adieu^ 
^ How can I help defpairing ? 
Let cruel £ite us flill purfue. 

There's nought more worth my caring. 

*Tw2S (he alone could calm my foul. 
When racking thoughts did grieve me ; 

Her eyes my trouble could control. 
And into joy« deceive me. 

Farewel, ye brooks ; no more along 
Your banks mun I be walking ; 

No more you'll hear my pipe or fong. 
Or pretty Moggy's talking. 

But I by death an end will give 
To gnef, fince we mun fever ; 

For who can after parting live. 
Ought to be wretched ever. 

XXVII. 

COME lund angel, gently, flying, 
^ Mov'd with pity at my pain. 
Tell Corinna I am dying, 
Tin with joy we meet again. 

Tell Corinna, fince we parted, 
I have never known delight 2 

And fhall foon be broken-hearted. 
If I longer want her fight. 
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'cIl her how her lover, mourning, 

Thinks each lazy day a year ; 
uriing every mom returning. 

Since Corinna is not here. 

*ell her too, not diflant places, 

Will fhe be but true and kind, 
oin'd with time and change of faces. 

E'er fhall (hake my conftant mind. 

XXVIII. NELLY. 

TTI7 H I L S T others proclaim 
^ ^ This nymph, or that fwain^ 
)eareft Nelly the lovely I'll fing ; 

She fhaU grace every verfe, 

1*11 her beauties rehearfe, 
Vhich lovers can't think an ill thing. 

Her eyes fhine as bright 

As ilars in the night, 
ier complexion divinely is fair ; 

Her lips, red as a cherry. 

Would a hermit make merry, 
Ind black as a coal is her hair. 

Her breath, like a rofe. 

Its fweets does difdofe, 
iHienever you ravifti a kifs ; 

Like ivory inchas'd, 

Her teeth are well-placM, 
in exquifite beauty (he is. 

' Her 
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Her plump breads are whitCy 

Delighting the fight, 
There Cupid difcovers her charms ; 

Oh ! fpare then the reft, 

And think of the bcft : 
'Tis Heaven to die in her arms. 

She's blooming as May, 

Briik, lively, and g^y ; 
The Graces play all round about her : 

She's prudent and witty, 

Sings wondroufly pretty. 
And there is no living without her. 
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MISCELLANEA. 

A D 

OMITEM DORCESTRIiE, 

IN ANNUM INBUNTEM 1684; 
AD J A « U M, 

I C tua perpetuis fiiiment altana doms, 
Plurima fic flammae pabula mittat Arabs ; 
r dum facra novis redimuntur tempora fertisy 
Nefloreos pofcant fcemina virque dies ; 
iHde depofiti, placide fic nuncia pacis 
Janua fopito cardine limen amet : 
indida procedant feflivo tempora motu, 
£t faveat Domino quaelibet bora meo ! 
iblica- concfliis gravibus feu cotni!hodi traifletf 
Seu vacuum pe^lus moUior urat amor { 
u pia mordaci meditetur vulnera charts, 
Vuln^ra quae tali fok levantur ope ; 
'u legat oblito facilh mea carminSi' faftu, 
! bene carmthibus confule, D!ve> meiSp 
ne hvtp Domini veniet natalis ad aras ; 
! fuperis ipfis facra fit ilia dies : 
Lcra fit ilia dies, niveoque notata lapillo, 
Quk tulit illuftris nobile mater onus, 
ua mihi, patronum geftit, gentique Qoiriteihy 
Artificique Deo pene dediife parem* 
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A D 

DOM. GOWER, COLL. MAGISTRUM, 

EPISTOLA DEPRECATORIA. 

"K^ISI tuam jampndem benevolentiam & laudatam 
-*-^ ab expertis audiviflexDy & expertus ipfe faepiffimc 
laudaffem^ & pudor & triftitia confcio mihi filentium 
indixiflent : at enim V. R. dum coram patrono, amicoi . 
patrie, provolvor, te non dubitat impetrare audax dolor 
per accepta olim beneficia, per effluentes lacrymas {khx 
mentin nefciunt) perque tuum ifthunc celeberriinum 
candoreniy quern imprudens Isefi, folicitus repeto ut 
peccanti ignofcas, 6c obliteres crimen> ut non folum ad 
condifcipulorum mehfam, fed ad magiftri gratiam 
reilituatur, favoris tui ftudlofiflimuSy M. P* 

CARMEN DEPRECATORIUM 

AD EUNDEM. 

I R A T A S acuit dum Isefus Apollo fagittas, 

Neglcdtas renovat moefta Thalia preces ; 
Qualefcunque poteil jejuno promere cantu : 

Heu mihi non eft res ingeniofa fames ! 
Grana neges, alacri languet vis ignea gallo^ - 

Deme kboranti pabula, languet equus. 
Latrantis ftomachi fterilis nee pafcis hiatum 

Daphnii nee arentem Caflalis unda fitim. 

Turn 
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m bene laflatur Flaccus cum dixent Ohe ! 
^ieriafque merum nobilitavit aquas* 
mi deprefla jacet vel Mufa Maronis, 
let culicem efuriens qui fatur arma canit*. 
i Maecenas major mihi riferit, O (i 
■^ulgenti folitum regnct in ore jubar, 
nine purgato pie pod jejunia, Mufa 
Dciperet pneful grandia, teque loqui. 

M. P. 



"— DUM BIBIMUS— • 
^ OBREPIT NON INTELLECTA SENECTUS.*" 

I S T E mero bibulas effiifo temporis alas». 

Heftemumve minax coge redire diem }. 
lacis ; ufque volabit inexorabilis aetas, 
!anitiemque caput fentiet atque rugas- 

evis, & properans in funus ne6te corollas^ 
fox conflagrando conde FaTema rogo. 
>fydra Satumi tua nee cryfbllina diilant^^ 
)um motu parili vinum & arena flliunt. 

n loquor, ecce ! perit redimitae gloria frontis^ 

Hit rofa de fertis lapfa^ Memento mori. 

tibiy dum n6ra8 nimis properare puellasy, 

k citius rumpat ftamina, Bacchus adeft*. 

jtnit caecum fubito fol ebrius orbem, 

ccafum tremub narrat adefTe rubor*. M» Pl 

ou XXXIV. I fiBvuuui* 
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iLETSftiin>o III cHiLirro patri 
THOMJESPRAT, 

EPISCOPO ROFFENSI, &c 

TTICIMUS, exultans faufto crepat omine Dapbi% 

^ Teftaturque bonos nuncia fibra Deos ; 
Grandius eloquium meditare, Thalia, patronum 

Quern modo laudailit nunc Tcnerare patrem. 
Quis putct incertb ▼dvi fubtegmina Pafcis ? 

Quis meritos xquum deftituiffe Jovem ? 
Cum virtute tuum crefcit decus, au6l€ (acerdos^ 

Impaticnfque breves fpernit utrumque modofc 
Qualiter Elaw) fclix in pulvere vi£lor, 

Cui femel omatas laaibit oliva comas, 
Sufpirans partas queritur marcefcere frondes* 

£t parat elapfas ad nova bella rotas : 
Sic tibi major bonos veteres protrudit honores, 

Metaque prxteritse laudis ori^ novx eft ; 
Phocbaeae juvenile caput cinxere coroUae, 

Pdlma viri decuit tempora, mitra fenis. M. F* 

EPISTOLA EODEM TEMPORE MISSA. 

CUM voluntas regia, optiniatiim trcfttfenfus, bc^ 
xionunque oifmium ftudia infulam merenti coBcef 
lisrtat^ ignofcast paterTCvierende^ quod il^ter commuDeif 

popul 
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pull plaufum cliens t6 minus ad enarrandum fuf^ 
em qu6 bcneficiis plus fuerim devin^iusy & tuos ia 
lefia honores & ecclefiae k tuis honoribus felicitatem 
iaet gnttularif iavoria tai ftttdiofiifimua, M. P* 
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FRANa EPISC- ELIENSEM. 

^ XORATA bom tribuenint munera Divi, 

' Patronique novus tempora cingit hottos* 

icedas hilaris repetitum Mufa laborem, 

St notuxn cdebres, & mihi dulce decus» 

i te cancrem, praeful vcnerabilis, O a 

^iftiila twA tituUs crefeei'et atida tuis, 

[ue turba tibi non cederet ima cHentum, 

^ederet ac numeris optima Muia meis. 

•€ tamen ut meditor, mihi quid nifi vota fuperfunt ? 

Imbelles humeros nobile laflat onus. 

^o minor virtus celebretur, dum tibi praeful 

i^od laudem fuperes gloria major erit. 

CtTM virtutes tuas unufquifque coUaudet & honorei 
ituletur, noftrae V. fi^ audaciae ignofcat tua be- 
piitas, fi minima pollens doquentia, ardentiffimo 
nea itudio acceofusi ad communem populi chorum 
jungeos vocemy cum virum optimum tum benig- 
ffimum celebret potronum, quiy tuis maxinrie devinAua 
aieficiisy (uaunopere conatur merits vooari 

Favoris tui ftudiofi£niu8| M. P. 

* . . -i I 2 *• ^JJ 1 c- 
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"QUICQUID VULT, VALDE VtJLT.** 

T\ U M tingit Siculus foils coelique meatus, 
''^ Aftra polofque tuos quos fibi condit habet. 
Nil facit inftantis mortis bellique tmnultus ; 

Ufque fed egregium fedulus m*get opus. 
Non vacat exigux curas impendere vitae ; 

Sat fibi curarum Conditor orbis habet* 
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COMITIS EXONIENSIS CRISTA^* 

TRITICI FASCEM LEONIBUS SUSTENTATUM* 
1689. 

Lemma, *• Suftentare ct Dcbcllare.** 

DU M tibi dat fortes Cybele veneranda leone^f- 
Flavaque colIe6las addit Eleufis opes : 
Jnvidia major, vidoque potentior avo, 

I decus, I noftra Ceciliana domus. 
Sparge inopi fruges, 8c pelle leonibus hoflem ; 

Copia quid valet hinc, quid timor inde, refer. 
Pollens muneribus belli vel pacis, babes, quo. 
Atquc homines fuperes^ atque imitire Deos. 

£ p J -r A- 
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EPITAPHIUM. . 

M. S. Caroli Montague, 

ronorabOis Georgii de Horton in agro Northantonienfl 

Filius natu fextus, 

Hcnrici Comitis de Manchefter nepos, 

Scholiae Regiae Weftmonafterienfis Alumnus, 

CoUegi S. S. Trinitatis Cantabngienfis Sodu8# 

Literas humaniores feliciter excoluit, 

Et in difpari laudis geilere clarus, 

Inter Poetas pariter ac Oratores Anglos excelluit 2 

Magna ingenii indole ; 

Bonarumque artium difciplinis inftrudlus, 

Ex Academiae umbraculis ' • 

In confpeftum hominum prodiit, 

Literatorum decus 8c praefidium. 

Omni dehinc cogitatione 

Communi bono promovendo incuburt : 

Brevique hunc virum, 

Sua in fenatu folertia, in concilio providentia. 

In utroque, juftitia, fides, audoritas, 

Ad gerendam serarii curam evexit 2 

vTbi laborantibus fifci rebus opportune fubvenicns, 

Simul monetam argenteam 

Magno Reipublicx detrimento imminutam 

De novo cudi fecit $ 

Et inter abfolvendum tantae molis opU8| 

Flagrante etiam bello, 

Impreffis chartulis 

I 3 Pccu. 
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Pecuniarum rationein pretiumque impertiit* 

His meritia & patriae & prindpis gratiBm ^oiiiccati»> 

Familiam {bam diu illuftrem, illuftriorem reddidit; 

Baro fcilicety deiade Comes de Hali£uL creatus, 

Ad -tret Montacutani.nominis proceres quartusaccefii^ 

Smnmo denique Perifcelidis honore ornatus» 

Public! commodi iodefeflus adhuc coiifiiltor» 

Media inter coaamina, otium cum dignitatem 

(^od defideniYit, & meruit, vix tandem aflecutus ; 

(Proh brevem humanarum rerum fiduciam !) 

Omnibus bonis fiebilis occidit^ 

XIX die Maiiy Anno Salutis m«dcc«xv« 

j£tatis fuse Liy. 

Patruo de fe optime merenti» 

£t bonorum & honorum haere8» 

Geoxgius comes de Halifax* 



EPITAPH. 

Here lies SSr Thomas Powys, Knight : 

As to bis Ph>feffion» 

In accufing cautious ; in defending vebement r 

In all his pleadings fedate, clear, and ftrong 9 _^ 

In all his decifions unprejiidic'd and equitable* 

He ftudied, pra6Ufed, and governed the Lan^ 

In fuch a manner, that 

Nothing equalled his knowledge^ except his doquCt^"^ 

Nothing excelled both, except his juffice* 

Aa to his Life, ^ 
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He pofTefTed} by a natural happmefs. 

An thofe civil virtues which form the gentleman ; 

And to thefe, by divine goodnefs, were added 

That fervent zeal and extenfive charity. 

Which diftiaguift the perfed Chrlftian I 

The tree is known by hit fruit. 

He was a loving hufband^ and an indulgent fathei^ 

A conftant friend, and a charitable patron ; 

Frequenting the dew)tx)n8 of the church ; 

Pleading the caufe, and relieving the necefiities^ 

of the poor. 

What by example he taught throughout his life^ 

^ his death he recommended to his family and friends t 

** To fear God, and live uprightly.** 

Let whoever reads this ftone^ 

Be vnk% and he inftrudled.. 
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TO 

Mr. C O N G R E V Ei 

N HIS PLAYS AND POEMS*. 

B Y 
Me 8, ELIZABETH TOLLET*. 

"^ONGREVE ! the jufteft .glory of our age I 
^ The wh<^ Menander of the EngUfh ftagc I 
iy comic Mufe, in each complete defign, 
ses manly fenfe and fprightly wit combine. 
nd fare the Theatre was meant a fchooly 
> lafh the vicious, and eiqx)fe the fool ; 
le wiUul fool, whofe wit is always fhewn 
3 hit another's fault and mifs his own, 
aughs at himfelf, when by thy fkiU expreft> 
nd always in his neighbour finds the jeft* 

fame from vulgar charadters to raife 

every Poet's labour, and his pn^ : 
hey, fearful, coaft ; while you forfdke the fhore^ 
nd undifcover'd worlds of wit explore, 
nrich the fcene with chara&ers unknown, 
here plant your colonies, and fix your throne. 
et Mafkwell's treacheries and Touchwood's rage, 
et rugged Ben, and Forefight's timorous age, 
nd Heartwell's fullen pafiion, grace the ibge. 



1 



* Danghter of George Tollet» Efq. whoy ks a cominiflioner of 
■ navy» had a houfe in the Tower in the reigns of King William 
^ Queen Anne. Sir Ifaac Newton honoured both him and his 
ighter with his friendihip, and was much pleafed with fome 
her firft elTays. 

Then 
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Then let half-critics vefl their idle fpite» 

For he knows beft to rail, who worft can write* 

Let jufter fatire now employ thy pen. 

To tax the vicious on the world's great icene; 

There the Reformer's praife the Poet (hares. 

And boldly lafhes whom the Zealot fpares. 

Ye Britifli Fair ! could your bright eyes refiife 
A pitying tear to grace his tragic Mufe ? 
Can generous Ofmyn iigh beneath his chain, 
Or the diftrefs'd Almeria weep in vain I 
A kindly pity every breaft muft move. 
For injur'd Virtue, or for fu£fering Love. 
The Nymphs adorn Paflora's facred tomb. 
And mourn the lov'd Amynta's fhorl-liv*d bloom : 
The Learned admire the Poet, when he flies 
To trace the Theban fwan amid the ficies ; 
When he tranflates, ftill £iithful to the fenfe. 
He copies and improves each excellence-. 
Or when he teaches how the rich and great. 
And all but deathlefs Wit, muft yield to Fate; 
Or when he fkigs the courfer's rapid fpeed. 
Or Virtue's loftier praife, and nobler deed j 
Each various grace embeUiflies his fong,. 
As Horace eafy, and as Pindar ftrong ; 
Pindar, who long like oracles adorM 
In reverend darknefs, now to light reftor'd. 
Shall ftamp thy current wit, and feal thy fiunc' 
record* 



-1 



POEM* 



OEM 



B Y 



Mr. C O N G R E V E. 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE. 

! H A R L. E S LORD. HALIFAX^ 

pO you, my Lord, my Mufe her tribute pays 

Of various verfe, in various rude effays ;; 
o you (he firft addrefs'd her early voice,, 
r inclination led, and fix'd by choice ; 
^ you, on whofe indulgence (he depends,, 
cr few colle6led'lays<fhe now commends* 
By no one meafure bound, her niunbers ranges 
ad, unrefolv'd in choice, delight in change ; 
er fongs to no diflinguifh'd fame afpire, 
ir, now, (he tries the reed, anon, attempts the lyre: 
Vol. XXXIV. K In 
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In liigh Parnafliis (he no birtb-right claims. 
Nor drinks deep draughts of Heliconian ftreams : 
Yet near the facred mount (he loves to rove, 
Vifits the fprings, and hovers round the grove. 
She knows what dangers wait too bold a flight. 
And fears to fall from an Icarian height : 
Yet fhe admires the wing that fafely foars. 
At diftance' follows, and its track adores. 
She knows what room, what force, the fwan requires^ 
Whofe towering head above the clouds afpires. 
And knows as well, it is your loweft piraife, 
Such heights to reach with equal ftrength and eafe- 

O had your genius beep to leifure born. 
And tiot more bound to aid us, than adorn ! 
Albion in verfe with ancient Greece had vy'd. 
And gain'4 alone a fame, which, there, feven ftai 

divide. 
But fuch, ev'n fuch renown, too dear had coll. 
Had we the patriot in the poet loft. 
A trae poetic date we had deplor'd, 
Had not your miniftry our coin reftorM. 

But ftill, my Lord, though your exalted name 
Stands foremoft in the faireft lift of fame. 
Though your ambition ends in public good 
(A virtue lineal to your houfe and blood) : 
Yet think not meanly of your other praife, 
Nor flight the trophies which the Mufcs raife. 
How oft a patriot's beft-laid fchemes we find 
By party crofb'd, orfadion undermm'd! 



THE MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS. *3J 

lie fucceedy he undergoes this lot, 
^e good received, the giver is forgot, 
lit honours which from verfe iheir fource derivei 
laH both furmount detradion, and furvive : 
Jid Poets have unqueftion'd right to claim, 

not the grtateft, the moft tailing name. 

W. CONGREVE* 



THE 

lOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS^ 

A PASTORAL. 

LAMENTINO THE DEATH 0» 

^.UEEN MARY. 
** Infandam, regina> jubcs renovare dolorcm.^ 

ViRG. 



ALEXIS, MENALCAS, 

MENALCAS. 
[EHOLD, Alexis, fee this gloomy (hade. 

Which feems alone for forrow's fhelter made ; 
lere no glad beams of light can ever play, 
t night {iicceeding m'ght ex9lude8 the day, 

K2 Where 
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Where never birds with harmony repair. 
And h'ghtfome notes, to cheer the dulky air : 
To welcome day, or bid the Sun farcwel^ 
By morning lark, or evening PhilomeL 

No violet here, nor daify, e'er was feen j 
No fweetly-budding ifiower, nor fpringing green : 
For fragrant myrtle, and the blufhing rofe,^ 
Here baleful eugh with deadly cyprefs grows. 
Here then, extended on this withered mofs, 
We'll lie, and thou fhalt fmg of Albion's lofs, 
Of Albion's lofs, and of Paftora'a death. 
Begin thy mournful fong, and raife thy tuneful breath. 
ALEXIS. 

Ah woe too great ! Ah theme which far excccdi 
The lowly lays of humble fhepherds reeds ! 
. O could I fing in verfe of equal ftrain 
With the Sicilian bard, or Mantuan fwain ; 
Or melting words and moving numbers choofe^ 
Sweet as the Britifti Colin's mourning Mufe ; 
Could I, like him, in tuneful grief excel, 
And mourn like Stella for her Aflrofel ; 
Then might I raife my voice (fecure of fkill). 
And with melodious woe the valleys fill ; 
The liftening Echo on my fong fhould wait» 
And hollow rocks Paftora's name repeat ; 
Each whiftling wind, and murmuring ftream (hould tt 
How lov'd (he liv'd, and how lamented felL 
M E N A L C A S. 

Wert thou with every bay and laurel crownM^ 
And higb as Pan himfelf in fong renown'd; 
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t would not all thy art avail, to (how 
rfe worthy of her name, or of our woe : 
t fuch true paflion in thy face appears, 
thy pale lips, thick fighs, and gulhin'g tears 5 
:h tender forrow in thy heart I read, 
fliall fupply all fkiU, if not exceed, 
fcn leave this common line of dumb diftrefs, 
:h vidgar grief can Cighs and tears exprefs ; 
fwefct complaining notes thy paflion vent, 
d not in fighs, but words explaining fighs, lament. 

ALEXIS. 
iVild be my words, Menalcas, wild my thought,' 
Jefs as nature's notes in birds untaught ; 
mdlefs my verfe, and roving be my ftrains, 
lous as flowers on unfrequented plains, 
d thou, Thalia, darling of my breaft, 
whom infpjr'd, I fung at Comus' feafl ; 
lile in a ring, the jolly rural throng 
i^e fat and fmil'd to hear my cheerful fong t 
[one, with all thy mirth and fprightly lays, 
pipe no longer now thy power obeys ; 
rn to bment, my Mufe, to weep, and mourn, | 
' fpringing laurels all to cyprefs turn ; 
iind with thy difmal cries the tender air, 
i beat thy fnowy breaft, and rend thy yellow hair j 
hence, in utmoft wilds, thy dwelling choofe, 
3ne, Tlialia ; Sorrow is my Mufe. 
I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 

K 3 Na 



134 CONGREVE'S P OE M^. 

No more tliefc woods fhall with her fight be bkfe'd> 
Nor with her feet, thefe flowery plains be prefs*dj 
No more the winds fhall with her trefles play, 
And from her balmy breath fteal fweets away; 
No more thefe rivers cheerfully fhall pafs, 
Plcas'd to refledl the beauties of her face ; 
While on their banks the wondering flocks have ftood, 
Greedy of fight, and negligent of food. 
No more the nymphs fhall with foft tales delight 
Her ears, no more with dances pleafe her fight : 
Nor ever more fhall fwain make fong of mirth. 
To blefs the joyous day that gave her birth ; 
I^ofl is that day which had from her its light> 
For ever lofl with her, in endlefs night : 
In endlefs night and arms of death fhe lies. 
Death in eternal fhades has fhut Paflora's eyes* 

Lament ye nymphs, and mourn ye wretched fwaiD** 
Stray all ye flocks, and defart be ye plains ; 
Sigh all ye winds, and weep ye cryflal floods ; 
Fade all ye flowers, and wither all ye woods. 
I mourn Paflora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 

Within a difmal grot, which damps furround. 
All cold fhe lies upon th' unwholefome ground ; 
The marble weeps, and with a filent pace. 
Its trickling tears diilil upon her face. 
Falfely ye weep, ye rocks, and falfely mourn ; 
For never will you let the nymph return ! 
With a feign'd grief the faithlefs tomb relents, 
Aad like the crocodile iu prey lameats* 
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D (he was heavenly fair, in face and mind ! 

ver in nature were fuch beauties join'd : 

ithout^ all Alining ; and within, all white ; 

re to the fenfe, and pleafing to the fight ; 

kefome rare flower, whofe leaves all colours yield, 

|d opening is with fweeteft odours fill'd. 

lofty pines o'ertop the lowly reed, 

did her graceful height all nymphs exceed ; 

which excelling height, (he bore a mind 

mble, its ofiers bending to the wind. 

18 excellent (he was 

wretched fete ! fhe was, but is no more : 

p me, ye hills and vallies, to deplore. 
I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mouhi, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 

rom that blefl earth, on which her body lies, 

' blooming flowers with fragrant fwcets arife. 

Myrrha weeping aromatic gum, 

I ever-living laurel, fhade her tomb. 

:her let all th' induftrious bees repair, 

ide their thighs and leave their honey there : 

Jier let fairies with their train refort, 

le6l their revels and their midnight fport ; 

re in unufual wailtngs wafle the night, 

I watch her by the fiery glow-worm's light. 

here may no difmal eugh nor cyprefs grow, 

holly-bufh, nor bitter elder's bough ; 

each unlucky bird far build his neil, 

. diftant dens receive each howling beafl $ 

K4 Let 



136 CONGREVE»S POEMS. 

I^ct wolves be gone, be ravens put to flight. 
With hooting owls, and bats that hate the light* 

But let the fighing doves that forrows bring. 
And nightingales in fweec complainijigg (ing ; 
I^et fuaus from their forfaken rivers fly, "J 

And, fickenipg at her tomb, make hafte to die, r 
That they may help to fing her elegy. J 

Let Echo too, in mimic moan deplore. 
And cry with me, ** Paftora is no more !'* 

I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 

And fee the heavens to weep in dew prepare, 
And heavy mifts obfcure the burden'd air ; 
A fudden damp o'er all the plain is fpread, 
Iiach lily folds its leaves and hangs its head: 
On every tree the bloffoms turn to tears. 
And every bough a weeping moifture bears. 
Their vnngs the feather'd airy people droop^ 
And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces ftoop. 

The rocks are cleft, and new-defcending rifls 
Furrow the brows of all th' impending hills : 
The water-gods to floods their rivulets turn, 
And each, with ftreaming eyes, fupplies his wanting!^ 

The fawns forfake the woods, the nymphs the gm^ 
And round the plain in fad diftradUon rove ; 
In prickly brakes their tender limbs they tear. 
And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair. 

With their fliarp nails, themfelves the fatyrs wour^ 
And tug their fliaggy beards, and bite with grief t> 
ground. 
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Vui himfdf beneath a blafted oak 
d lies, his pipe in pieces broke, 
es weeping too, in wild defpair, 
• the piercing winds her bofom bare^ 
fee yon fading myrtle, where appears 
;een of love, aU bath'd in flowing tears ; 
V (he wrings her hands, and beats her breaft^ 
ars her tifelefs girdle from her waifl : 
ke fad murmm^ of her fighing dovesy 
ef they figh, forgetful of their loves. 
Lpve himfelf, with heavy woes oppreft ! 
tv his forrows fwell his tender breaft ; 
w he breaks, and wide his arrows flings^ 
jlds his little arms, and hangs his drooping 

wings^ 
ays his lirabs upon the dying grafs, 
1 with tears bedews his beauteous faces 
ears, which from his folded lids arifc, 
wn Love himfelf has weeping eyes. 
:ure mourns ; the floods and rocks deplore^ 
ry.with me, " Pailora is no more !" 
mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
nd fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn, 
rocks can melt, and air in mifts can mourn, 
oods can weep, and winds to fighs can turn ; 
rds, in fongs, their forrows can difclofe, 
)'mphs and fwains, in words, can tell their woes, 
h ! behold that deep and wild defpair, 
I neither winds can (hew, nor floods, nor air. 

See 
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See the great (hepherd, chief of ^ the fwain^ 
Lord of thefe woods^ and wide-extended pUund, 
Stretch'd on the ground, and clofe to earth his (aXf 
Scalding with tears th* ahready-faded grafs ; 
To the cold clay he joins his throbbing breaft. 
No more within Paftora's arms to reft ! 
No inore ! for thofe once foft and circling arms 
Themfelves are clay, and cold are all her charms; 
Cold are thofe lips, which he no more muft kifs. 
And cold that bofom, once all downy blifs ; 
On whofe foft pillows, lulled in fweet delights, 
He us'd in balmy deep to lofe the nights. 

Ah ! where is all that love and fondnefs fled ? 
Ah ! where is aU that tender fweetnefs laid ? 
To duft muft all that heaven of beauty come I 
And muft Paftora moulder in the tomb ! 
Ah, death ! more fierce and unrelenting far. 
Than wildeft wolves or favage tigers are : 
With lambs and flieep their hungers are appeas'd^ 
But ravenous death the fhepherdefs has feiz'd. 
I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 

** But fee, Menalcas^ where a fudden light, 
** With wonder ftops my fong, and ftrikes my fight 
** And where Paftora lies, it fpreads around, 
** Shewing all radiant bright the facred ground. 
** While from her tomb, behold, a flame aicends 
** Of whiteft fire, whofe flight to heaven extends i 
*' On flaking wings it nxounts, and quick as fight 
** Cuts through the yielding air with rays of light ; 
2 "Ti 
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V^ Tin the blue firmament at h&, it gains, 

** And, fixing there, a glorious ftar remains :'* 

Faireil it ihines of all that light the ikies> 
As once on earth were feen Pailora's eyes. 



TO THE 

K IN G, 

.ON THE TAKING OF NAMUR. 
IRREGULAR ODE. 

" Praefcnti tibi matures iargimur honores : 
" Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum tale fatentcs." 

Her. ad Auguilum. 



^ ^ F arms and war my Mufe afpires to fing. 

And ftrike the lyre upon an untry*d firing : 
-New fire informs my foul, unfelt before ; 
•^^d, on new wings, to heights unknown I foar. 
^ power unfeen ! by whofe refifUefs force 
^ompdl'd, I take this flight, direA my courfe ; 
*^r fiincy wild and pathlefs ways will choofe, 
^^ch judgment rarely, or with pain, purfues : 

Say, 
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Say, facred n}Tnph, whence this great change pixxreeds, 
Why fcoms the lowly Twain his oaten reeds ; 
Daring aloud to ftrikc the founding lyre, 

And fing heroic deeds ; 
Negledling flames of love, for martial fire ? 

11. 

William, alone, my feeble voice can raife ; 

What voice fo weak, that cannot fing his praifc t 

The liftcning world each whifpcr will befriend ! 

That breathes his name, and every ear attend. 
The hovering winds on downy wings fhall wait aroua^» 
And -catch, and waft to foreign lands, the flying foua ^* 
Ev'n I will in his praife be heard ; 

For by hi^ name my verfe fhall be preferred. 

Borne like a lark upon tliis eagle's wing, 

High as the fpheres, I will his triumph fing ; 
High as the head of Fame ; Fame, whofe exalted fiz^ '^ 
From the deep vale extends up to the vaulted flcies ^^ * 

A thoufand talking tongues the monfter bears, 
A thoufand waking eyes and ever-open eare ; 

Hourly fhe ftalks with huge gigantic pace, 
Mcafuring the globe, like time, with conftant race ; ^^ ' 

Yet fhall flie flay, and bend to Wilh'am's praife "^^ " 
Of him her thoufand ears fhail hear triumphant lay^ ' '"' 
Of him her tongue fhall talk, on him her eyes fha -^^ 
gaze. 

IIL 

But Ip, a change, afloniihing my eyes ! 
And all around, behold, new objedls rife ! 

WI ^^^ 
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What forms are thefe I fee ? and whence ? 
kings fubftantial I or does air condenfe, 
clothe in vifionary (hape my various thought ? 

Are thefe by fancy wrought ! 
an ftrong ideas ftrike fo deep the fenfe? 
> facred poefy ! O boundlefs power ! 
at wonders doft thou trace, what hidden worlds . 

explore! 
Tirough feas, earth, air, and the wide-circling ficy, 
at is not fought and feen by thy all-piercing eye ! 

IV. 
"as now, when flowery lawns the profpe<^ made, - 
I flowing brooks beneath a foreft's (hade ; 
)wing heifer, lovelieft of the herd, 
)d feeding by; while two fierce bulls prepared 
ir armed heads for fight ; by fate of war to prove 
he vidlor worthy of the fair-one's love, 
nthought prefage of what met next my view ! 

For foon the fliady fcene withdrew: 
.nd now,for woods, and fields, and fpringing flowers, 
old a town arife, bulwarks with walls, and lofty 

towers ! 
wo rival armies all the plain o'erfpread, 
h in battalia rang'd, and fhining arms array'd : 
/"ith eager eyes beholding both from far 
famur, the prize and miflrefs of the war. 

V. 
[ow, third: of conquefl, and immortal ^une, 
>oe8 every chief and foldier's heart inflame. 

.Pefen£vc. 
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Defenfive arms the Gallic forces bear. 

While hardy Britons for the ftorm prepare i 

For fortune had, with partial hand, before 
ReiignM the rule to Gallia's power. 
High on a rock the mighty fortrefs ftands, 
, Founded by Fate, and wrought by Nature's htuds* 
A wondrous tafk it is th* afcent to gain. 

Through craggy clifTs, that ftrikc the (ight with paiiiy 

And nod impending terrors o'er the plaint 
To this, what dangers men can add, by force or fkUL 

(And great is human force and wit in ill), 
Are join'd ; on every iide wide-gaping engines waitt 

Teeming with fire, and big with certain hit ; 

Ready to hurl deftru^on from above, 

In dreadful roar, mocking the wrath of Jove. 
Thus fearful does the &ce of adverfe power appear ^ 

But Britiih forces are unus'd to fear : 
Though thus oppos'd they might, if William W^^ 
not there. 

VI. ^ , 

But hark, the voice of war ! behold the ftorm beg^^" 

The trumpet's clangor fpeaks in loud alanns. 
Mingling fhrill notes, with dreadful din 

Of cannons burft, and rattling clafh of arms. 
Clamours from earth to heaven, frcuxi heaven to 
rebound, 

Diflindion in promifcuous noife is drown'd. 

And Echo loii in one continued found. 

Torrents of fice finom brazen mouths are fent, 

FoHow'd by peals, as if each pole were rent j 
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Such flames the gulf of Tartarus difgorge. 

So vaulted Mtm, roars from Vulcan's forge ; 

ich were the peals from thencei fuch the vail blaze 

chat broke^ 
Reddening with horrid gloom the duflcy fmoke, 
^en the huge Cyclops did with moulding thunde^ 

fweaty 
nd mjrffivc bolts on rq)ercuffive anvils beat. 

VII. 
midH this rage, behold, where William ftands. 

Undaunted, undifmay'd ! 
With face fercne, difpenfing dread commands ; ' 
Which, heard with awe, are with delight obey'd, 
A thoufand fiery deaths around him fly ; 

And burning balls hifs harmlefs by : 
nr cv'ry fire his facred head muft fpare, 
>r dares the lightning touch the laurels there. 

vni. 

^ow many a wounded Briton feels the rage 
Of miffive fires that fefter in each limb. 
Which dire revenge alone has power t' afTuage ; 
Revenge makes danger dreadlefs feem. 
And now, with dcfperate force, and frefh attack^ 
Through obvious deaths, refiftlefs way they make ; 
aifing high piles of earth, and heap on heap they lay. 
And then afcend ; refembling thus (as far 
As race of men inferior may) 
The fam'd gigantic war, 
Tien thofe tall fons of earth did heaven afpire.; 
(A brave, but impious fire ! ) 

Uprooting 
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Uprooting hills, with moil ftupendous hale. 
To form the high and dreadful fcale; 
The godsy with horror and amaze, look'd down» 
Beholding rocks from their firm bails rent ; 
Mountain on mountain thrown. 
With threatening hurl, that (hook th' aerial £nna^ 
ment! 
Th* attempt did fear in heaven create ;. 
Even Jove defponding fate, 
Till Mars, with all his force coUeded, ftood^ 
And pour'd whole war on the rebellious brood ? 
Who, tumbling headlong from th' empyreal ikies, ' 
(yerwhelm'd thofe hills, by which they thought to 
rife. 
Mars on the gods did then his aid beftow^ 
And now in godlike William ftorms with equal foice 
below. 

IX.. 
Still they proceed, with firm unfliaken paccj 
And hardy breails oppos'd to danger's face. 
With daring feet, on fpringing mines they tread" 
Of fecret fulphur, in dire ambufli laid. 

SUll they proceed ; though all beneath, the labouring 
earth 
Trembles to give the dread irruptions birth. 

Through this, through more, through all they go, 
Mounting at laft amidft the vanquiih'd" foe. 

See, how they climb, and fcale the ileepy walls I 

See, how the Britons rife i fee the retiring Gauls! 
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w from the fort, behold, the yielding flag is fpreadf 
id William's banner on the breach difplay'd. 

X. 

Elarky the triumphant (houts ^m every voice !. 

The ikies with accliamations ring F 
Hark, how aroimd, the hills rejoice. 
And rocks refle6^ed los fing ! 
Hautboys and fifes and trumpets join'd 

Heroic harmony prepare. 
And charm to.filence every wind^ 

And glad the late-tormented air. 
Par is the found of martial mufic fpread. 

Echoing through all the Gallic hoft, 
^ofe numerous troops the dreadful ftbrm flir^ 

vey*d: 
\ut they, with wonder or with aw&difmay'd^ 

Unmov'd beheld the fortrefs loft. 
liam, their numerous troops with ttrror fill'd, 
uch wonchrous charms can godlike valour (how !' 
Tot the wing*d Perfeusi with* pctrific fhield 
Gorgon's head, to more amazement diarm'd hkioei 
lor, when on foaring horfe he flew, to aid- 
Lnd fave from monftePs rage the beauteous maid j 
Or more heroic was the deed ;- 
Or flie to furer chains decreed, 
m was Namur, till now by WilHamfiieed* 

XL 
>efcend, my Mufe, from thy too^aring height, 
)efcend to earth, and cafe thy widc-ftrctch'd wing ; 
roL. XXXIV. L. For 
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For weary art thou grown of this unwonted llight» 
And doft with pain of triumphs fing. 
More fit for thee, refume thy rural reeds ; 
For war let more harmonious harps be ftrung : 
Sing thou of love, and leave great William's deeds 

To him who fung the Bqyne ; or him to whom befimSW 

THE 

BIRTH OF THE MUSL 

TO THB RIGHT HONOU&ABLK 

CHARLES LORD HALIFAX* 

■** Dignimi laude virtim Mufa vctat m«ri*"— H B« 

T'\ESCEND, celcftial Mufe! thy fon infpirc 

-*^ Of thee to fing ; infufe thy holy fire. 

Belov'd of gods and men, thyfelf difdofe ; 

Say, from what fource thy heavenly power arofe» . 

Which, from unnumber'd years deKveriog down 1 

.The deeds of heroes deathlefs in renown* r 

Extends their life and fame to ages yet unknown* ^ 

Time and the Mufe fet forth with equal pace,} 

At once the rivals fburted to the race : 

And both at once the defUn'd courfe ihall endf 

'Or both to all eternity contend* 

One to prefervc what t' other cannot fare, 

Jlnd refcne virtue rifing from the graie* 

to 



} 

J 
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ihee, OMoBtagaci tbcfe Anins an img^ 
thee my ^oo k tua'd* and ^peaking fycc 19 flrun^ ; 
every grace of crcry Mufe is thine; 
lee their various fires united Aiine, 
itig of l^bus and the tuneful Nine I 
Jiee alone I dare my fong eommendy 
>fe nature can forgive^ and power defend, 
I (hew hy turns the patron and the friend, 
in, my Mufe^ from Jove derive thy fong, 
' fong of right does firft to Jove belong ; 
thou thyfetf art of celeftial feed, 
dare a fire inferior boaft the breed, 
en firft the frame of this vaft ball was made, 
1 Jove wkh joy the finifh'd work furvey'd ; 
ffitude of things, of inen and ftates, 
:ir rife and fall, were deftio'd by the Fates. 
» Time had firft a name ; by firm decree 
x>inted lord of all futurity, 
hin whofe ample bofom Fates repofe 
fes of things, and fecret feeds inclofe, 
ich, ripening there, (hall one day gain a birth, 
1 force a pafFage through the teeming earth» 
him they give to rule the fpacious light, 
1 bound the yet unparted day and night ; 
wing the hours that whirl the rolling fphere^ 
(hift the feafons, and condu6l the year, 
ation of dominion and of power 
him prefcribe, aiid fix each fated hour. 
s mighty rule to Time the Fates ordain^ 
yet to hard conditions bind his reign % 

L 2 Fop 
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For eveiy bcauteont birth he brings tb fight» 
(How good foe'cr and giateful in his iight») 
He mull again to native earth reftore,. 
And all his race, with iron • teeth deroim 
Nor good nor great fhall 'fcape his hungrry mavi. 
But bleeding, Nature prove the rigid law. 

Not y^ the loofen'd earth aloft, was ilung». 
Or pois'd amid the flues in bs^ce hung ; 
Nor yet did grolden- fires the fun adorn^ 
Or borrow'd luftre filyer Cynthia's horn ^ 
Nor yet had Time commiflion to begin. 
Or Fate the many twifted web to fpin ;» 
When aU the heavenly hoiit aflembled came- 
To view the world yet reiUng oa its firame ^ 
Eager they prefs, to fee the fire difmifs 
And roU the globe along the vail abyfs. 

When deep revolving thoughts the God retain^ 
Wliich for a fpace fufpend the promised fcene ; 
Once more his eyes on Time intentive look,. 
Again infpefb Fate's univerfid book : 
Abroad the wondrous volume he difplays^ 
And pfefent views the deeds of future days*. 

A beauteous fcene adorns the foremoft page^ 
Where Nature's bloom prefents the golden age. 
The golden leaf to fUver foon refigns* 
And fair the fheet^ but yet more fiiintly, fhinei. 
Of bafer brafs, the next denotes the times ; 
An impious page, defbrm'd with deadly crimes. 
The fourth yet wears a worfe and browner fieice^ 
And adds tp gloomy days an iron race* 
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I the bookf and every age nevlews^ 
le kingly line his eye j>urfues : 

- meoy and lords of earth defign'd* 

* him ihould- govern ^uman-kind. 

leroest there^ the lives he reads, 

f glory fpent, and godlike deeds ; 

es found, and goodly cities build* 

: men compel to leave the field. 

be (aw, and all he &w approved ; 

but thence a narrow fpace nemov'd*, \ 

y Time has ail the fcene defac'd, 

ieiiroy'd, and laid the kingdoms walle z ^ 

II in common ruins lie, . . . , 
on, and ev'n the ruins die. 

ity,- inly touch'd, compafllon founds 

t a^ons in oblivion drown'd ; . , 

d fearch'd the roll, to find if Fate 

:rve to fpare the good and great. 

is view the Trojan heroes fhine, 

brud^ures rais'd by hands divine ^ 

Don in native duft is laid, 

boafted pile a ruin made : 
Eneas can her fall withftand, 

(ave his gods, to foreign land. 
1 race fucceed the Dardan flate^ 
id fecond Casfar, godlike great, 
fterrdays his eyes defcend,. 
leroes iUll the fearch attettdw 
thus, he many empires pafs'd ; 
Britannia fix'd his fight at lalU 

L 3 Above 
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And looks a Vcims bbrn ftom Otean^lied. 
For lolling ytunf herhstpfj fartotiet hxuk. 
And Fates propitioiift Ueft the beauteotn ifle; 
Xo worlds remote fhtr wide cuitMus lier reigny 
And wields t!ie trident df the ftormy main. 
Thus on the bafe of dn^nre firm fbt ftands, 
Willie bright l^iza ruleiB the willing lands. 

But foon a lc^omlfig iky comes on apace. 
And fete reversed flw#s an ill-omenM face. 
The void of heaven a gloomy horror fills. 
And doudy veils involve her fhining hills ; " 
Of greatnefs pafs'd no fbotfteps (he retains. 
Sunk in a feries of inglorious reigns. 
She feels the change, and deep regrets the fluune 
Of honours IcMl, and her diminifh'd name : 
Confcious, Ihe feeb from day to (hrowd her headj 
And glad woiAd fhrhik beneath her oozy bed* 
Thus far, the &cred leaves Britannia's woes 
In fhady draughts and duiky iines dtfdofe. 
Th* enfuing fcene revolves a rtiaitial^age. 
And ardent colours gild the 'glowing ^8^. 

Behold ! of radiatit bght lan t5rb ai^fb. 
Which, kindKng Say, reftbres Ae darkened ikies ! 
And fee i on fdw the beamy ib^ defeends. 
And now its courfe to flair ^ritanilia bends : 
Along the foamy 'main the bitloWsljCStr 
The floating fire, and writ theihinilig^phcre^ 
Hail, happy cjmen ! Hail, aufpidou^^fi^ht I 
Thou glorious guide to -jet k j^6«ter light. 
. • z 
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prince, ^om dazzfing arms array^ 
zLaUkj^9 plows the watery way, 
de f^oTf through the flaming fea* 
iat rife ; awake, O faireft ifle, 

I deep ; again thy fortunes fmile. 

e look 1^ the mighty man behold^ 
!gn seaews the former age of gold. 
) «t length the blifsfiil web have fpuit» 
t round in endleis circles run. 

II diftant lands confefs thy fway, 
J watery world thy rule obey ; 

r martial fons fhall thirft for fame^^ 
in foreign fields a deathlefs name ; 
im*s genius every foul infpires, 
as tlie frozen youth with warlike fires, 
fee, the hoftile troops retreat, 
forewarned of their impending fate, 
outed foes his fury fed, 
be force of his unerring fteel. 
hty Caul, who well, till now, might bbaft 
tfs fword and unrefifted hoft, 
efeen approach the field forfakes ; 
tremble, and his empire Ihakes. 
ing enfigns long had aw'd the plain^ 
i audacioufly ufurp'-d the main ; 
ng ftorm he feem'd, which firom a&r 
rith a deluge of deftrufiive war, 
am's fironger genius foaur'd above, 
a the ikies the daring tempeil drove. 

L 4. Sa 



ISA CONGREVE'S POEMS. 

So from the radiant fun retireft the night. 
And weilern clouds (hot through with orient light* 
So when th' afluming god, whom ftorms ohey. 
To all the warring winds at once gives way. 
The frantic brethren ravage all aroundy 
And rocks, and woods, and fhores, theirragerefimDd;' 
Incujnb^t o*er the main, at length they fweep 
The liquid plains, and raife the peaceful deep. 
But when fuperior Neptune leaves his bed. 
His trident (hakes, and ihews his awful head ; 
The madding winds are hufh'd, the tempefb ceafef 
And every rpUing furge refides in peace. 

And now the facred leaf a landikip wears. 
Where heaven ferene, and air unmov'd, appears. 
The rofe and lily paint the verdant plains, 
' And palm and olive (hade the fylvan fcenes. 
The peaceful Thames beneath his banks abides, 
And foft, and ftill, the filver furface glides.' 
The Zephyrs hn ihe fields, the whifpering breeze 
With 'fragrant breath remurmurs through the trees* 
The warbling birds, applauding new-born light. 
In wanton meafures wing their airy flight* 
Above the floods the finny race repair. 
And bound aloft, and bafk in upper air; 
They gild their fcaly backs in Phcebus* beams, 
And fcom.to flcim the level of the ftreams. 
Whole Nature wears a gay and joyous face. 
And blooms and ripens with the fruits -of peace* 

No more the labouring hind regrets his toilt 
JUit cheerfully manures the grateful foil ; 
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vre the glebe a plenteous crop will yield, 
d golden Ceres grace the waving field. 

* adventurous man, who durft the deep esj^orQ^ 
pofe the windsy and tempt the fhelfy (hore, 
leath his roof now taftes unbroken reft, 

Dugh with native wealth and plenty blefl. 
*Jo more the forward youth purfues alarms^ 
r leaves the facrcd arts for ftubbom arms, 
more the mothers from their hopes are tom^ 
r weeping maids the promis'd lover mourn, 
more the widows' fhrieks, and orphans' cries^ 
rment the patient air, and pierce the ikies ; 
t peaceful joys the profperous times afford, 
d banifh'd virtue is again reftor'd. 
d he whofe arms alone Riftaiii'd the toil, 
d propp'd the nodding frame o£ Britain's ifle;; ' 
whofe illuilrious deeds, her leaders fir'd, 
ve honours loft retriev'd, and new acquir'd, 
th equal fway will virtue'* laws maintain, 
d good, as great, in awful peace fhall reign ^ 
' his example fUU the rule (hall give, v • ' 

d thofe it taught to conquer, teach to live. 
?foceeding on, the Father ftill unfolds « . , 

xeeding leaves, and brighter ftill beholds ^ ^ 
c lateft.fcen the faireft feems to fhine, 
t fudden does to one more fiair refign. 

* Eternal paus'd — 

r would Britannia's fate beyond explore $ 
ough he faw befides the coming ftore. 

l!nougb 
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Enough the hero had abeady done. 
And round the wide extent of f^arj ma : ' 
Nor further bow the (kiBing path purfben 
But like the fun. the fame brij^ race renewf» 

And (hall remoifelefs Fates on him have power t 
Or Time unequally- fuch worth devoiir ! 
Then, wherefore (hall the hrvpe for -banc eonteft I 
Why 18 this man diftinguifh'd from the reft ? 
Whofe ioaring genius now fublime afpicesy. 
And deathkfs fame the due reward requires. 
Approving Heaven th' exalted virtue views. 
Nor can the claim which it approves refufe* ' 

The great Creator foon the grant refolves,! 
And in his mighty mind the means revolves. 
He thought ; nor doubted once again to choofe. 
But fpake the word, and made th' iounortal Muie* 
Ne'er did his power produce fo bright a childi 
On whofe creation in&nt Nature iinil'd. 
Perfed at firfl, afiniih'd £ann fhe wears. 
And youth perpetual in her ftce appears. 
Th' aflembled gods, who long ezpe&ing ftaid. 
With new ddight gaze on the lovely maid, 
And think the wiihM-for wtorld was wM dehy'd. 
Nor did the fire himfelf his joy difguife. 
But fted£iift viewM, andfixM, and fed his eyes: 
Intent a fpace, at length he filence brdke. 
And thus the god the heavenly fair befpoke. 

" To thee, immortal Maid, from this blefs'd honf, 
^* O'er Time and Fame, I give imbouBded power. 

"Thou 



\ 



THE BIRTH OF THE MUSE. 15J 

!*hou from oblivion (halt the hero fave ; 

halt rife, revive, immortalize the brave* 

?o thee, the Dardan Prince (hall owe his feme ;-*» - 

7b thee, the CaKara llbifir ^imal tukac. ' " 

fUiza, fmig by thee, with Fate fhall ftrive^ 

^d long as Time in facred verfe (urvive. 

\nd yet, O Mufe, remains the nobleft theme | 

rhe firft of men, mature far endlefs fame, 

rhy fbtare fbfigs (haH gtace, and all thy hy^, 

rhenccforth, tkne fliall wait on William's praif^* 

Dn his heroic deeds thy verfe (hall ri(e ; 

Thou (halt difiEiife fhc fires that he fupi^es. 

Through him liiyibngs (hall more fublime afyire ; 

And he, through them, (hall deathlefs fame acquires' 

Kor Time nor Fate his glory (hall oppofe. 

Or blaft the monuments the Mufe beftows.'' 

This faid ; no more remained. Th' ethereal hofb 

gain impatient crowd the cryftal coaft. 

he Father, now, within his fpadous hands, 

Qcompafs'd all the mingled mafs of feas and hadi | 

nd, having heav'd aloft the ponderous fphere^ 

e launched the woiid to float in ambient «ir« 
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LET all be hufliM, each foftdt motion ceafe^ 
Se every loud tumiiltnous thought at peace^ 

And every ruder gafp of breath 

Be cahn, as in the arms of death. 
Anil thou, mofl fickle, moft uneafy part» 
Tkou refUefs wanderer, my heart. 

Be ftill ; gently, ah'ieave. 

Thou bufy, idle thing, to heave. 

Sfir not a pulfe ; and let my blood. 

That turbulent, unruly flood. 
Be foWy ftay'd : 
Let me be all, but my attention, dead. 
Go, reft, unneceflary fprings of life. 

Leave four officious toil and ftrife^ 
For I would hear her voice, and try 
If it be poffible to die. 

II. 
dome, iSi ye love-fick maids and wounded fwainSf 

And liften to her healing ftrains. 
A wondrous balm between her lips (he wears^ 
Of fovereign force to foften cares ; 

And 
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^nd this through every ear flie can impart 
By ttmeful Breath diffiis'd) to every heart* 
Swiftly the gentle charmer flies, 
d to die tender grief foft air applies, 

Whidi, warbHng myflic founds. 
Cements the bleeding pantcr's woundsi 
But ateJ' beware of clamorous moan ; 
it no unpleafing murmur, or harih groan^. 

Your flighted loves declare ; 
>ur very tendereft moving fighs forbear^ 
>r even they will be too boifterous here, 
ithcr let nought but facred filence come,. 

A^ Itt alt fancy praife be dumb. 
III. 
And lo ! Silence himfelf is Here ; 
[ethinks I fee the midnight god appear*. 
In ^'his downy pomp array 'd, 

Behold the* reverend (hade : • ^ 
An ancient iigh he fits upon, 
Tiofe memory of found is long flhce gone, 
nd purpofely annihilated for his throne : 
meath, two foft tranfparent clouds do meet^ 
1 which he feems to fink his fofter feet. 
. melancholy thought, condcnsM to air, 

Stol'n firom a lover in defpair. 
Like a thin mantle, ferves to wrap 
k fluid folds his vifionary fhape. 
. wreath of darknefs round his head he wears, 
/here curling mifts fupply the want of hairs $ 
iThile the fiiU vapours, which from poppies rife, 
edew his hoary face, and lull his eyes. 
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IV. 
But hark ! the hcsLvetly fpkere turns roxaip 
And Silence now is dcown'd 
In ecftafy of found. 
How on a fuddcn the ftiU air is charm'd^ 
Aa if all hanxionj were juft alarm'd i 

And every Ibul^ with traafport filP^a 
Alternately is thaw'd and chiU'd« 
See how the heavenly choir 
Come flocking to admirey 
And with what ^ed and care 
Defcending angels cull the thinnefb air i 
Hafte then, come all th' immortal thron^^ 

And liften to her fong ; 
Leave your lov'd manfions in the fky» 
And hither, quickly hither fly. 
Your lofs of heaven nor fhall you need to fear|^ 
While (he flngs, 'tis heaven here. 
V. 
See how they crowd, fee how the little cheruhs Ikip 
While others flt around her mouth, and fip 

Sweet Hallelujahs from her lip, 
Thofe lips, where in furprife of blifs they rove ; 
For ne'er before did angels tafte 
So exquifite a ka&f 
Of mufic and of love. 
Prepare then, ye immortal choir. 
Each iacred nxbflrel tune his lyre. 
And with her voice in chorus join ; 
Her yoice, which aaext to yours is moit divine* 
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efii the glad earth with heavenly bjSf 
to ^lat pitch th' eternal accents raife^ 
liich only breath infpir'd can reach, 
lotee, which only (he can learn, and you can teachs 
^ilc we, charm'd with the lov'd excefs^ 
.re wrapt in fwect foigetfulncfa 
ill, of all, but of the prefent happinefs : 
^iihing for erer in that ftate to lie, 
'or ever to be dying fo, yet never die* 



PRIAM'S 



F R , I A M ' S 

I.AMENTATION AND PETITIOIf 

T a 

A C H I L L- E S, 

«0R THE BODY OF H-IS SOlf HECTOIU 

Tranflated fi:om the Greek of Homer, Iliad »». 

Begianing at this Line :. 

Argument introdudtoryto this. Ti^&flation;. 

He6^or's body (after he was flam)' remained ftiUin tbe 
pofleflibn of Achilles.; for which. Priam made great 
lamentation*. Jupiter had pity on him ; and fent Iris 
to comfort him, and'diredi him after what manner be 
fhould go to Achilles' tent ; and how he (hould there 
ranfom the body of his fon. Ptiam accordingly orders 
his chariot to be got ready,. and, preparing rich pre- 
fents for Achilles, fets forward to the Grecian campi 
accompanied by nobody but his herald Idxus. Mer- 
cury, at Jupiter's command, meets, him by the wayj 
in the figure of a young Grecian, and, after bemoan- 
ing his misfortune, undertakes to drive his chariot 
unobferved through the guards^ and to the door of 

AchiUcs' 
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Achilles' tent ; which having performed, he difco- 
vercd himfelf a god, and giving him a ftiort inftruAion 
how to move Achilles to compaffion, flew up to 
heaven. 

CO fpake the god, and heavenward took his flight ; 
^ When Priam from his chariot did alight ; 
Leaving Idseus there, alone he went 
With folemn pace into Achilles' tent. 
Heedlefs he pafs'd through various rooms of ftate^ 
Until approaching where the hero fate ; 
There, at a feaft, the good old Priam found 
Jove'^ beft-belov'd, with all his chiefs around ; 
Two only were t' attend his perfon plac'd, 
Automedon and Alcymus ; the reft 
A.t greater diftance, greater ftate exprefs'd. 
Priam, unfeen by thefe, his way purfued^ 
wnd firft of all was by Achilles view'd. 
bout his knees his trembling arms he caft> 
nd agonizing grafp'd and held them fad ; 
len dEiught his hands, and kifs'd and prefs'd them 

dofe, 
>fe hands, th' inhuman authors of his ^voe8 ; 
>fc hands, whofe unrelenting force had coft 
:h of his blood (for many fons he loii). 
ut, as a wretch who has a murder done, 
, fceking refuge, does from juilice run, 
ring fome houfe, in hade, where he's unknown^ 
es amazement in the lookers-on : 
1 Achilles gaze, furprisM to fee 
t)dlike Priam's royal mifery ; 
.. XXXIV. M WV 
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All on each otTier gaz'dy all in furpnfe. 
And mute, yet feem'd to queftion with their cyc8> 
TSl he at length the folemn fdence broke ; 
An^'^thus the venerable fuppliant fpoke : 
** Divine Achilles, at your feet behdd 
** A proftrate king, in wretchednefs grown old: 
•* Think on your father, and then look on me, 
•* His hoary age and helplefs perfon fee ; 
•* So furrow'd are his cheeks, fo white his hairSf 
*^ Such, and fo many, his declining years ; 
•* Could you imagine i(but that cannot be) 
** Could you imagine fuch, his mifery ! 
** Yet it may come, when he ihall be opprefs'd, 
•' And neighbouring princes lay his country waftcj 
** Ev'n at this time, peihaps, fome powerful foe, 
•* Who will no mercy, no compaflion, (how, 
^* Entering his palace, fees him feebly fly, 
** And feik protedlion where no help is nigL 
"*< In vain he may your fatal abfence mourn, 
** And wifh, in vain, for your delayM return ; 
** Yet, that he hears you live, is fome reUef ; 
** Some hqpes alleviate his excefs of grief ^ 
^* It glads his foul to think he once «iay fee 
** His much-lov'd fon ; would that were granted bk» 
<< But I, moft wretched I ! of allterefti 
<* Of «I1 my worthy fons how few are left 1 
^* Yetiifty goodly youths I had to boaft, 
« When firft the Greeks invaded Ilion's coaft : 
"•* Nineteen, the joyful iflue of one womb, 
•* Axe now, alas i a nxournful tribute to one tomb. 

^•Mefdkfe 
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MercSeis war this devaftation wrougj^t, 

^d their firoBg nerves to difRJuUon brougbt. 

^* Still one vnM left, in whom was all my hope^ 

My age't ccNR&art* and his country's pcc^ ; 

HedoTp my darling, and my laft defence, 

W&ofe life alone their deaths could recompenfe ; 

And, to complete my ftore of countlefs woe. 

Him you Jbave flai n of him bere^v'd me too ! 

For his fake only hither am I come ; 

Rich gifts I bring, and wealth, an endlefs fum $ 

All to redeem that fatal prize you won, 

A woafthjeft rgnfom for fo brave a (en. 

** Fear the juft godsj Achilles ; and on me 

With pity look, think you your father fee ; 

Such as I am, he is ; alone in this, 

I can no equal have in miferies $ 

Of all mankind mpft wretched and forlorn^ 

Bow'd with fuch weight as never has been borne | 

Reduc'd t9 kneel snd pray to you, fxpm whom 

The fpring and fource of all my forrows come ; 

With gifts to court mine mud my country's bane. 

And kifs thofe hands which have my childrisn (lain." 

k fytke 

Kpm (kdnda o'er Achilles' h(X appears^ 
riwn lie viewy, and for his father fears ; 
hat, and compaffion, melt him into tears* 
hen ffently with his hand he put away 
id Pnam's hoc ; but he dill proftrste lay, 
Lnd there, with tears and Jigbs, afrefii litgm 
'o cuHun the fidl of his ill-&te4 fon* 

M 2 Bat 
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But palEon different ways Achilles turns, 
Now he Patrodus, now his father mourns V 
Thus both with lamentations fiUM the place,. 
Till forrow fecm'd to wear one common fitce.. 



THE 

LAMENTATIONS 

O F 

HECUBA, ANDROMACHE, AND HELEN, 

O V X R T H ft 

DEAD BODY OF HECTOR. I 

T&ANSLATED FROM THE GREEK OF HQMER> ILIJJ> I- 
ftSGINHXNG AT THIS LINK : ^ 

Connexion of this with the former Tranflation. 
Priam, at lift, moves Achilles to compaffion, and, after 
having made him prefents of great value, obtains the 
body of his fon . Mercuiy awakens Priam cariy in the 
morning, and advife^ him to haile away with the body, 
left Agamemnon (hbtild be informed of his being in 
the camp : he himfelf helps to harnefs the mules and 
horfes, and conveys him fafely^ and without noife, 

chariot 
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<]iariot and all, from among the Grecian tents ;.^en 
^ies up to heaven^ leaving Priam and jdfeus to- travel 
on with tlie body toward Troy. r., 

^T O W <did the fa&on mom her heams iifplay^ 

' ^ Gilding the £ace of univerfal day ; 

/lien mourning Priam to the town return 'd ; 

lowly his chariot movM, as that had mourn'd ; 

*lie mules beneath the mangled body gOy 

^ bearing ^now) imufual weight of woe. 

\ F^rgamus' high top Caflandra flies, 

^Dce fhe afar the fad proceilion fpies^ 

Icr Hither and Idaeus firft appear, 

^n HeSor's corpfe extended on a bier ; 

^t which her boundlefs grief loud cries began, 

Vnd, thus lamenting, through the (beet Hie ran t 

V Hither, ye wretched Trojans, hither all I 

' Behold the godlike Hedlor's funeral 1 

• If e'er you went with joy to fee him come 

* Adom'd with conqueft and with laurels home, 

* Aifemble now, his ranfom'd body fee, 

• What X)iicc was all your joy ; now all your mifery !" 
She fpake, and (bait the numerous crowd obey'd, 

Nor man, nor woman, in the city ftay'd ; 
Common confent of grief had made them one^ 
iVith damorous moan to Scsea's gate they run, 
Fhcre the lovM body of their Hcdor meet, 
(Vhich they, with loud and frefh lamentings, greet. 
Xs reverend mother, and his tender wife, 
Iqpal in lovci in grief had equal ftrife : 

Ms In 
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. mM wtttfW tnC^T ito tbodci'StlOB JCnCWf 

Buty wMj wafling, to die dnrriot flew; 
There ftro^ the rolling i^eds to hoM, yMk fsk 
Attempted firft his breathlefs corpfc to reach ; 
Alood they beat their hreafts, and toit their faai 
Kemfing around with fhrieks the faflerin^ atr. 

Now had the throng of people ftopt the wajfj 
Who would have there lamented all the d±)r ; 
But Priam from his chariot rofe, and ^pafce^ 
** Trojans, enough ; truce With your forro^^s ttn 
** Give way to irtc, and jrieM tlic chariot toota 2 
•< Firft let me bear my Heftor's body home, 
*' Then mourn your fill/' Atthisl^fetirowagiri 
Yielding like waves of a divided fea* 

Idacus to the pidace drove^ then laid 
With care the body on a fumptuous bed. 
And round about were fldlful fingers plac'd. 
Who wepty and figh'd, and in iad notes cxprcft' 
Their moan ; all in a chorus did agree 
Of univ^rfid moBrnful hkrmony. 
When firft Andromache her paffion hnkCf 
And thus (elofe preffing his pale cheeks) ihe fy- 



an^dromache's lamentatioh« 

O my loft hufband I let me ever moora 
Thy early fete, and too untimely urn : 
In the. full pride of youth thy glories fede^ 
And thou ia aihes louft with them be laid. 
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^7 |8 my htpxt th^s .ou^rably torn ! 
ly am I thus .diftrefs'd ! why tl^us forloml 
1 1 that wretched thing a widpw Uk i 
ly do I livey vhp am of thee bere^ ? 
1 1 were bleft, wtrt I alone undone f 
u, my child 1 where can an infant cun ? 
happy orphan ! t^tou in woef art xt^rs'd ; 
ly were you horn ?— rl aoi w>th faleiT^gs eursM | 
long ere thou (halt be to nMoaLood growoy 
le defolation wdU lay wafie this town ; 
o 18 thei^ noyir that can prote£Uon give» 
:e he, who was her firength, no more dotk Sve 2 
o of her reverend mjrtcons will hav^ care ? 
o fave her childreit from the rage o^ war i 
he to all father and huiband wa39 
i all are orphans now> and widows^ by hii» lo& 
n will the Grecians now infultiog come^ 
i bear us captives to their diftant home ; 
^ith my child» n[iufl the fame fcMtuae ihare, 
d all alike be prifoners of the war ; 
^ngft bafe-bom wretches he Iiis lot muft have^ 
d be to fome inhuman lord a (lave. 
e (bme avenging Greek,, with fuiy iUKd,. 
for .an only fon or father killM 
Hefkor's band, on him viFill> vent his rage^. 
d with hi»43loQd his thirf^y grief affuage ;; 
many fell by his relentfefs hand, 
!ng that ground,, with vrhich their blood waS'&tii'dr 
•■ierce was thy father (O my child) in waTji, 
d never did his foes in battle fparr;. 

11^ TEoace 



168 CONGREVE'S POEMS. 

Tbence come thefe fuffenngs^ which fo much have coS» 

LJuch woe to all, but Aire to me the moft. 

I faw him not when in the pangs of deaths 

Jlor did my lips receive his latefl breath ; 

Why held he not to me his dying hand ? • 

And why receivM not I his laft command i 

Something he would have faid, had I been there. 

Which I (hould ftill in fad remembrance bear ; 

For I could never, never words forget. 

Which night and day I fhould with tears repeat. 

She fpake, and wept afrefh, when all around 

A general figh diffus'd a moumfid found. 

Then Hecuba, who long had been oppreft 

With boiling paflions in her aged breaft. 

Mingling her words with fighs and tears, beguo 

A lamentation for her daxiing fon« 



■Hecuba's lamentatiott. 

HeAor, my joy, and to my foul more dear 
Than all my other numerous iffue were ; 
O my laft comfort, and my beft-belov'd ! 
Thou, at whofe fall even Jove himfelf was mov'di 
And fent a god his dread commands to bear. 
So far thou wert high Heaven's peculiar care ; 
From fierce Achilles' chains thy corpfe was &eed| 
So kind a fate was for none dfe decreed : 
My other fons, made prifoners by his hands. 
Were fold like flaves, and fhipt to foreign lapds. 

Thott 
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featenc'd by his barbarous doom» 
'hen dead| about Patroclus' tomb, 
cluS) whom thy hands had (lain : 
-uelty was us'd^in vain, 
lot reftope his life again, 
dowingy ev'n in death thou art^ 
who fell by Phoebus' dart, 
iecuba her paifion flay'd, 
loan again was made ; 
amentation hers fupply'd» 
ly that fatal beauty cry'd* 
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lou wert rooted in my hearty 
e had half fo large a part ! 
renty years are now pafs'd o'er, 
led on the Trojan fhore ; 
dlike Paris fled from home : 
ly*d before that day had come ! ) 
le (fo gentle was thy mind) 
arge thee with a deed unkind ; 
cr word, or look of fcom, 
ten have from others borne, 
lieir reproach ftilhfet me free, 
e reprov'd their cruelty ; 
or the queen revil'd, 
dng, like you, was ever mild) 
till has all my grief beguil'd. 



I 
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Ever la tcm kt me your lob bemoHB* 
Who had no friend dive but yxMi slone : 
Ail will lepmach mt now where'er I puft^ 
And fly with horror fnm my haied £ice» 
This fkidy (he wqit ; and the 19ft throi^ wu mov% 
And with a general figh her grief mjpftQi^d. 
When Priam (who had heard the mourniog crovd) 
Rofe from his frat, and dius he Q»ke aloud : 

*^ Ceafe your lameatiags, Trojans, for a wMCf 
*' And fell down trees to build a frmcral pile ^ 
*^ Fear not an ambufli by the Grecians ]aid» 
•* For with Achifles twelve days truce I made. 

He fpake ; and all obeyed as with one mindy 
Chariots were •brought, and mides and oxen join'd; 
Forth from the city all the people went, ' 
And nine days fpace was in that labour fyent ; 
The tenth, a moft flupcndous pile they made. 
And on the top the manly He6fcor laid. 
Then gave it fire ; while all, with weeping eyc^ 
Beheld the rolHng flames and finoke arife. 
All night they wept, and all the nfght it bumM ; 
But when the rofy morn with day returned, • 
About the pile the thronging people caxtie. 
And with black, wine quenchM the remaining flame* 
His brothers then and friends fearch'd every where. 
And gathering up his fiaowy bones with care,, 
Wept o'er them ; when an urn of goM was brought^ 
Wrapt in foft pio-ple palls,, and richly wrought^ 
In which the facred afhes were interred. 
Then o'er his grave a monument they Tear*d* 
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Meantime flrofig guards were placMy and careful fpies^ 
To watch tiie Grecians* aad pretent furprHe. 
The work oace-endedi all the Tail refort 
Of mourning people went to Priam's court ; 
There tl^ey refre(h'd their wearf limbs with reft, 
£nding the funeral with -a ftdemn £eafL 

PARAPHRASE upon HORACEi^ 

O D B XIX. LIB. I. 

•* Mater faeva Cupidinum, &c," 

L 
•Tp H E tyrant <iueen of foft defires, 
-■• With the refiftlefo aid of Iprightly^wine 
And wanton eafe, confpires 
To make my heart its peace refign. 
And re-admit love's long-rejeftcd fires. 

For beauteous Glyccra I bum. 
The flames fo long repell'd with double force return* 
Matchlefs her face appears, and fhines more bn^t 
Than polifh'd marble when refledting light : 
Her very coynefs warms ; 
And with a grateful fuUennefs (he charms : 

Each look darts forth a thoufr-'^d rays^ 
Whofe luftre an unwary fight betf^ys ; 
My eye-balls fwim, and I grow giddy while I gazci^ 

n. 

She comes ! (hr comes ! fhe rufhes in my veins I 
At once all Venw eaters, and at larg^ (he reigns ! 

Cyprus 
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Cyprus no more with her abode is Ueft, 
t am her palace* and her throne my breaft* 
Of favage Scythian arms no more I write* 
Of Parthian archers, who in flying iight« 
And make rough war their fport ; 

Such idle themes no more can move. 
Nor any thing but what's of high import : 

And what's of high import, but love i 
Vervain and gums, and the green turf prepare ; 
With wine of two years old your cups be fiU'd : 

After our facrifice and prayer. 
The goddefs may incline her heart to yield* 

STANZAS 

IN IMITATION OF HORACE, 
L I B. II. ODE XIV. 

«« Eheu fugaces, Pofthume, Pofthame, 
^* Labuntur anni, &c.*' 

* I. 

AH! no, 'tis all in vain, beKeve me 'iis> 
■^^ This pious artifice. 

Not all thefe prayers and alms can buy 

One moment tow'rd eternity* 

Eternity I that boundlefs race. 

Which Time himfelf can never run 
•(Swift as he flies, with an unweary'd pace) : 
Which, when ten thoufand, thoufand years are donci 
Is ftill the iamei and ftSl to be begun. 

Fix'd 
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Fix'd are thofc lifnits, which prcfGribe 
A (hort extent to the moft lading breath ; 
And though thou could'fl for facrifice lay down 
Millions of other lives to fave thy own, 

'Twere fhutlefs all ; not all would bribe 
Oqc fupemumerary gafp from death. 
11. 
In vain's thy mexhauftcd ftore 

Of wealth, in vain thy power 5 
Thy honours, titles, all muft fail. 
Where piety itfelf can nought avail. 
The rich, the great, the innocent, and jud^ 

Muft all be huddled to the grave, 
A?\rith the moft vile and, ignominious flavCy 
And undiftinguifh'd lie in duft* 
In vain the fearful flies alarms. 
In vain he is fecure from wounds of arms. 
In vain avoids the faithlefs feas, 
And is confined to home and eafe, 
Sounc^ng his knowledge, to extend his days* 

In vain are all thofe arts we try, 
JUl our evaiions, and regret to die : 
Trom the contagion of mortality, 
No clime is pure, no air is free : 
And no retreat 
Is fo obfcure, as to be hid from fate» 
III. 
Thou muft> al^:! thou muft, my friend'^ 
. ^^* (The very hour thou now doft fpend 
In ftudying to avoid, brings on thy end) 

Thott 
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Thou mnft fiorcgo the deareft joyv of life ; 

Leave the wann bofom of thy te«dcr wife. 

And afl the miich-Iov'd ofipring of her wombf 

To moulder in the cold embmces of a tomb. 

Afl muft be left, and all be loft ; 

Thy houfey wboiie ftatdj ftnidure fo much coft^ 

Shall not afEbrd 
Room for the ftinking carcafe of its lord. 
Of all thy plea£uit gaidens, grots, and bowers. 
Thy coftly fruits, thy far-fetch'd plants and flaw»% 

Nought ihalt thou (ave $ 
Or but a fprig of rofemary (halt have. 
To wither with thee in the grave : 
The reft (hall live and flouri(h, to upbraid 
Their tranfitory mafter dead* 

IV- 

Then fhall thy long-expe6Ung heir 
A joyful mourning wear ; 
And not in the wafte of that eftate 
Which thou haft taken fo much pains to get* 
All thy hid ftores he fhall unfold. 
And fet at large thy captive gold. 
That precious wine, condemned by thee 
To vaults and pnfons, fhall s^gain be free : 
Bury'd alive though now it lies, 

Again fhall rife ; 
Again its fparkling furface fhow. 
And ^xc as element profufely flow* 
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With fuch high food he ftiOi ftt forth hi# fotftl^ 
That cardiiialB fhall wifli to be his guefts ; 
And pampered pi^Uites fee 
Themfelves outdone in luxurf. 

IN IMITATION OF HORACE, 
ODE IX« LIB. h 

** Vidcs ut alti, &x." 

L 
T3LESS me, 'tis cold! hot(r duH thciirl 
"*-* How naked docs the world appear ! 
fiut fe6 (big with the oifiipring of the north) 
The teeming clouds btitig forth 4 
A fhower of foft and fleecy raiA 
^alls, to new-otodie the etrch again. 
Behold the mountain-tops around. 
As if with for of ermiAs crown -d % 
Andlol howbydegitcs 
3lie univerfal mantle hidds db: trees 

In hoary fiakes^ which downward fly^ 
As if it were the Autumn of the ficy : 
Trembling, the gvoves fuftain their weighty aad how 

Like aged Embs, which feebly go 
IBeneath a venerable head of fiioM^ 

IL 
Diffufive cold does the whole eta<& imrade. 
Like a difeafe, through all its veins 'tis ^n<eady 
And each late living ftream it i^umb'd and dead. 

z Let's 
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Let's melt the frozen hours^ make warm the air; 
Let cheerful fires Sol's feeble beams repair ; 
Fill the large bowl with fparkling wine ; 
Let's drink till om* own faces (hine. 
Till we like funs appear, 
( ' To light and warm the hemifphere* 
Wine can difpenfe to all both light and heat. 

They are with wine incorporate ; 
That powerful juice, with which no cold dares mlx> 
Which fHU is fluid, and no froft can fix : 

Let that but in abundance flow. 
And let it Rorm and thuiider, hail and £ho?^i / 
'Tis Heaven's concern ; and let it be 
The care of Heaven ftill for me : 
Thofe winds which rend the oaks and plough the feas> 
Great Jove can, if he pleafe. 
With one commanding nod appeafe. 

IIL 
Seek not to know to-morrow's doom ;, 
That is not ours, which is to come : • 
The prefent moment's aU our ftorc ;: 

The next fhould Heaven allow, # 

Then this will be no more : 
So all our life is but one inftant now«^ 
Look on each day you've paft 
To be a mighty treafure won ; 
And lay each moment out in hafte ; 
We're fure to live too faft. 
And cannot live too foQn« 

■ ' Youth 
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Touth doth a thoufand pleafures bring. 
Which from decrepit age will fly ; 
The floiven that floarifli in the Cpffingy. 
In winter's cold embraces die*. 

IV. 
^ow Love> that everlaftingboy, invites- 
^o revel while you may, in foft delights r 
^ow the kind nymph yields all her charms,. 
^or yields in vain to youthful arms. * 

lowly (he promifes at night to meet,. 
^Ut eagerly prevents the hour with fwifter feet.. 
6 gloomy groves and (hades obfcure (he flies, » 
here veils the bright confeflion of her eyes*. 

Unwillingly fhe flays,. 
Would more unwillingly depart,t 
And in foft fighs conveys 
The whifpers of her heart- 
Still fhe invites- and flill denies, f 
And VOV78 ftie'U leave you if you*re rude ;; 
Then from her raviftier (he flies. 
But flies to be purfuM ;: 
F from his fight (he does herfelf convey, 
Vith a feigned laugk (he will herfelf betray,, 
Lnd cunningly inftrudi him in the way. 
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I. 

T LookM> and I figK'd, and I wi/b'd I could fp< 
■*" And very fain would have been at her ; 
But when I ftrove moft my great paifion to brca 
Still then I taid leaft of the matter. 

II. 

I fworc to myfelf, and refolv'd I would try 
Some way my poor heart to recover ; 

But that was all vain> for I fooner could die. 
Than live with forbearing to love her* 

IIL 
Dear Caelia> be kind then ; and fince your own c 

By looks can command adoration^ 
Gfve mine leave to talk too, and do not defpife 

Thofe qglings that tell you my paffion. 

IV. 

We'll lookt and we'll love, and though neither fh 
fpeaky 

The pleafure we'll ftiH be purfuing f 
And foy without words, I don't doubt we may n 

A very good end of this wooing. 



i[< 
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RE CITATIVB, 
TT^ A I R CkKe love pretended, 
'^ And hamM the myrtle bower^ 
Where Damon long attended 
Beyond the promised houn 
At length impatient growing 
Of anxious expedlation^ 
His heart with rage o'erflowing^ 
He vented thus his pailion. 

ODE. 
To ^ the fex deceitful, 

A long and lafl adieu ; 
Since women prove ungrateful 

As oft as men prove true* 
The pains they caufe are many. 

And long and hard to bear ; 
The joys they give (if any) 

Few, fhort, and unfincere% 

RECITATIVE. 
But Cxlia now, repenting 
Her breach of aflignation, 
Arriv'd with eyes confenting. 
And fparkling inclination* 

N 2 Like 
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Like Citherea fmiling. 
She blufh'd, and laid-his paflion ; 
The (hepherd ceas'd reviling. 
And fung this recantation. 

PALINODE* 

How engaging, how endearing^ 

Is a lover's pain and care ! 
And what joy the nymph's appearing^ 

After abfence or defpair 1 
Women wife increafe defiring,. 

By contriving kind delays ;. 
And advancing, or retiring,. 

All they mean, is more to pleafe*. 

ABSENCE. 

ALAS! what pains, what raqkin^ thoughts \^ 
proves. 
Who lives remov'd from her he deareft loves f 
In cruel abfence doom'd paft joys to mourn,: 
And think on hours that will no more return !' 
Oh let me ne'er the pangs of abfence try. 
Save me from abfence. Love,, or let me die- 

S O K G. 

T^ALSE though fhe be to n^ and love, 
■*■ I'll ne'er purfue revenge ; 

For ilill the charmer I approve. 
Though I deplore her change^ 



N O. ttt 



In hours of blifs we oft have met. 
They could not tdways laft ; 

And though the prefent I regret, 
I'm gmtcM for the paft. 



^ONG IN DIALOGUE, 

F O ^ TWO WOMEN. 

I. 
T Love and am<belov'd agaiii» 
'*• Strephon no more (hall iigh in vain ;. 
IVe try'd his &ith> and found him tme^ 
And all my cqynefs bid adieu. 

IL 
I love> and am belov'd again. 
Yet ftill my Thyrfis ftiall complain ; 
I'm furehe's mine, while I refufe him, 
£ut when I yield, I fear to lofe him. 

1 . Men will grow &lnt with tedious &tliag : 

2. And both will tire with often tafting, 
'When they find the blifs not lading. 

1. Love is complete in kind poflefling. 

2. Ah nol ah bo ! that ends the bldfing. 

CHORUS OF BOTH. 

Then let us beware how far we confent, 
Too (bon when we yield, too late we repent ; 

. N 3 *Tii 
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'Ti8 ignorance makes men admire | 

And granting deiire^ 

We feed not the fire. 
But make it more quickly expire.^ 

S O N G* 

I- 
npELL me no more I am deceived^ 
-*• That Cloe's falfe and common ; 
I always knew (at leaft beKev'd) 

She was a very woman : 
As fuch I lik'dy as fuch carefsM, 
She ftill was conilant when poffefs'dy. 

She could do more for no man* 
11. 
Buty oh ! her thoughts on others ran^ 

And that you think a hard thing i 
Perhaps (he fancy'd you the man, 

And what care I one farthing ? 
You think (he's falfe, I'm fure (he's kind^ 
I take her body, you her mind. 

Who has the better bargain i 

T H B 

PETITION. 

/^ RANT mc, gentle Love, &id I» 
^^ One dear bleffing ere I die j 
Long Pve IxMme excefs of pain, 
JLct me now fome Uifs obtain. 

Thi 
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ThuB to almighty Love I cry'd, 
"When angry thus tiie God rcplyM ; 

Blefliiigs greater none can have. 
Art thou not Amynta's (lave ? 
Ceafcy fond mortal, to implore. 
For Love, cv'n Love him(elf *8 no more. 



N 



L 

^^ RUE L Amynta, can you fee 

^^ A heart thus torn, which you betray*d i 

Love of himfelf ne'er vanquifh'd me. 

But through your eyes the conqueft made* 
II. 
In ambuffi there the traitor lay. 

Where I was led by faithlefs imiles ; 
No wretches are fo loft as they 

Whom much fecurity beguiles* 



SONG. 

L 

C< E E, fee, (he wakes, Sabina wakes ! 
*^ And now the fun begina to rife ; 
Lefs glorious is the mom that breaks 
From his bright beams, than her fair eyet. 

N4 ILWitk 
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11. 

With light united, day they give. 
But different fates ere night fulfil; 

How many by his warmth will live I 
How many will her coldnefs kill J 

OCCASIONED BY A LADY's HAVING WRIT TER8E8 I^ 
COMMENDATION OF A POEM WHICH WAS WRITT^ 
IN PRAISE OF ANOTHER LADY. 

TTARD is the talk, and bold th* adventurous fligH 

'*■■*' Of him, who dares in praife of beauty write ; 

For when to that 'high theme our thou^ts afcend, 

*Tis to detra6t, too poorly to commend. 

And he, who, praifing beauty, does no wrong. 

May toaft to be fucccfsful in his fong : 

But when the fair themfelves approve his lays, 

And one accepts, and one vouchfafes to praife ; 

His wide aihbition knows no farther bound, 

Nor can his Mufe with l>iighter fame be^rown-d. 

E P I G H A M, 

WRITTEN AFTER THE PECEASE Of MRS. ARABEL0 
HUNT, UNDER HER PICTU&E DRAWN PLATING C 
A LUTE. 

'XTIT ERE there -on earth^another voice like thine^ 

^ ^ Another hand fo bleft with (kill divine ! 
The late affli^ed world fome hopes might have. 
And hanaony retrieve thee from the grave. 

SONC 
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I. 

T) I O U S Selinda goes to prayers, 
■■" If I but afk the favour; 
And yet the tender fooPs in tears, 
"When (he believes I'll leave her. 

n. 

HVould I were free from this reftniintf 
Or elfe had hopes to win her ! 

^^ould (he could make of me a iaintt 
Or I of her a iinner! 



A 

t^ Y M N TO H A R M O N t, 

IN HONOUR OF 

ST. CECIXIA'S DAY, MDCCl. 
3BT TO MUSIC BY MR. JOHK £CCLES«. 

L 
^^ HARMONY, to thee we fmg, 
^^ To thee the grateful tribute bring 
Of facred verfe, and fweet-relounding lays; 
*rky aid invoking while thy power we praife. 

AQ 
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All hall to thee. 
All-powerful Harmony ! 
Wife Nature owns thy undifputed fway. 
Her wondrous works refigning to thy care t 
The planetary orbs thy rule obey. 
And tuneful roU, unerring in their way. 
Thy voice informing each melodious fphere^ 

CHORUS. 

All hail to thee. 
All-powerful Harmony ! 

11. 

Thy voice, O Harmony, with awful found 
Could penetrate th* abyfs profound. 
Explore the realms of ancient night. 

And fearch the living fource of unborn light. 
Confufion heard thy voice, and fled. 

And Chaos deeper plungM his vanquifhM head» 
Then didft thou. Harmony, give birth 
To this fair form of heaven and earth ; 
Then all thofe fhining worlds above 
In myftic dance began to move 

Around the radiant fphere of central fire, 

A never-ceafing, never-filent choir. 

CHORUS. 

Confufion heard tKy voice, and fled. 
And Chaos deeper plung'd his vanquifh'd head* 



IILTb- 
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IIL 
Thou only, goddcfs, firft could'ft tcH 
The mighty charms in numbers found % 
And didft to heavenly minds reveal 
The fecret force of tuneful found. 
When firft Cyllenius formed the lyre. 
Thou didft die god infpire; 
When firft the vocal (hell he ftrung. 
To which the Mufes fung ; 
hen firft the Mufes fimg ; melodious ftraina ApoOi^ 

played, 
Qd Mufic firft began by thy aufpicious aid. 

Hark, hark ! again Urania fings ! 
g;ain ApoUo ftrikes the trembling ftrings ! 
id fee, the liftcning. deities around 
tend infatiate, and devour the found. 

CHORUS. 
Hark, hark ! again Urania fings I 
^ain Apollo ftrikes the trembling ftrings ! 
Ld fee, the liftening deities around 
tend iniatiate, and devour the found. 

IV. 

Defcend, Urania, heavenly fair I 
the relief of this afflided world repair ; 
See how, with various woes oppreft. 
The wretched race of men is worn | 
Confum'd with cares, with doubts diftreft^ 
Or by confliding palfions torn* 

Reafoi 
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Reafon in vain employs her aid. 

The furious will on fancy waits ; 
"While reafon ftill by hopes or fears betray'd, 
Too late advances or too foon retreats. 
'*Mufic alone with fudden charms can bind 
The wandering fenfe^ and -calm the troubled mind, 

CHORDS. 

Mufic alone "with fudden charms can bind 

Th£ wandering fehfe, and calm the troubled mind. 

V. 
Segin the powerful fong, ye facred Nine, 
Your inftruments and voices join ; 
Harmony, peace, and fweet deiire. 
In every l)reaft infpire. 
-Revive the melancholy dropping heart, 
.And foft repofe to reftlefs thoughts impart. 
Appeafe the wrathful mind. 
To dire revenge, and death inclined : 
With balmy founds his boiling blood afTuage^ 
And melt to ,mild remorfe his burning rage. 
'^Tis done; and now tumultuous j)aiIions ceafef 

And all is hufh'd, and all is peace. 
The weary world with welcome eafe is bleft,. 
By mufic lulTd to pleafing reft. 
CHORUS. 
*Ti8 done ; and now tumultuous paflions ceafe? 

And all is hufh'd, and all is peace. 
The weary world with welcome eafe is bleft« 
By mufic luU'd to pleafing teft. 

VI. A-^ 
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VI. 
Ah, fwect repofe, too foon expiring !' 
Ah, foolifh man, new toils requiring t 
Cur8*d ambition, ftrifc purfuing. 
Wakes the world to war and ruin. 
See, fee, the battle is prepared ! 
Behold, the hero comes ! 
oud trumpets with fhriU fifes are heard ;• 

And hoarfe refoundihg drums. 
V, with difcordant notes and jarring noife^ 
The harmony of peace deftroys. 

CHORUS, 
ar, with difcordant notes and jarring noife», 
The harmony of peace deftroys.. 
VII. 
e the forfakerr fair, with ftreaming eyes,- 
Her parting lover mourn ; 
She weeps, fhe fighs, dbfpairs, and dies, 
dd watdiful waft'es the lonely livelong nights^; 

Bewailing paft delights 
lat may no more, no never more retunu. 
O footh her cares 
With-fofteft, fweeteft airs. 
Till vidory and peace reftore 
.cr feithful lover to her tender breaft,. 
Within her folding arms to reft> 
Thence never to be parted more>. 
No never to be parted more* 

C HO. 
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CHORUS. 

Let vidory and peace reilore 
Her faithful lover to her tender breaft. 

Within her folding arms to reft. 

Thence never to be parted more^ 

No never to be parted more. 
VIIL 
Tlnough, Urania^ heavenly fair ! 
Now to thy native flcies repair. 
And rule again the ftarry fphere ; 
Cecilia comes, with holy rapture fillM, 

To eafe the world of care, 
Cecilia, more than all the Mufcs fkill'd ! 

Phoebus himfelf to her muft yield. 
And at her feet lay down 

His golden harp and laurel crown. 

The foft enervate lyre is drown'd 
In the deep organ's more majeftic found. 
In peals the fwelling notes afcend the ikies. 
Perpetual breath the fwelling notes fupplies. 
And lading as her name. 
Who form'd the tuneful frame, 

Th' immortal mufic never dies. 

GRAND CHORUS.' 
Cecilia, more than all the Mufes fkill'd, 
Phcebus himfelf to her muft yield. 

And at her feet lay down 
His golden harp and laurel crown* 
The foft enervate lyre is drownM 
In the deep organ's more majeftic found* 
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!n peals the fwelling notes a 

Perpetual breath the fwellin; 

And lafting as her n: 

Who formed the tunefi 

TTh' inunortal mufic nei 
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Occafioned by reading 
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A FT E R a painful life 
•^^ The leam'd themfelvcs 
Lnd aged men, whofe lives < 
Vliich feems the bound prei 
V'lih hoary heads, their fhoi 
ls doom'd to die before the 
o hard it is true knowledge 
o frail is life, and fruitlefs h 
/Tioe'er on this refledls, and 
Tith ftrift attention, what t 
/"ith admiration ftruck, (hal 
very long could live, fo n 
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For fo complete the finifli'd piece appears. 

That learning feems combm'd with length of ycars^ 

And both improved by pureft wit, to reach: 

At all that ftudy or that time can teac^. 

But to what height muft^ his amazement rife. 

When, having read the work, he turns his eyet; 

Again to view the foremoft opening page,. 

And there the beauty« fex, and tender age, 

Of her beholds, in whofe pure mind arofe 

Th' aethereal fburce from whence this current flowiS 

When prodigies appear, our reafon fails. 

And fuperftition.o'er philofophy prevails.. 

Some heavenly minifter we ftrait conclude. 

Some angel-mind with female formendued^ 

To make a (hort abode on earth, was fent, 

(Where np perfe6Uon can be permanent) 

And, having left her bright example here. 

Was quick recalled, and bid to difappear. 

Whether around the throne, etemal'hymng; 

She lings amid tiie choir of feraphims ; 

Or fome refulgent flar informs, and guides,. 

Where (he, the bleft intelligence, prefides ; . 

Is not for us to know who here remain ; 

For 'twere as impious to inquire as vain : 

And all we ought, or can, in this dark ftatc^, 

Is,, what we have admir'd, to imitate*. 



EP 



t »93 J 

IJ P I T A P H 

UPON ROBERT HUNTINGDON, OF STANTON HAR- 
' COURT, ESQ2, AND ROBERT HIS SON. 

' I ^ HIS peaceful tomb does now contaia 
^ Father and fon, together laid; 
i^ofe living virtues (haU remain. 
When they and this are quite decay'd^ 

What man (hould be, to ripenefs grown» 
And finifh'd worth ihould do, or (hun. 

At full was in the father (hown ; 
What youth could promife in the fon» 

But death, obdarate, both deftroy'd 

The pcrfeA fruit, and opening bud r 
Krft feiz'd thofe fweets we had enjoy'd^ 

Then robb'd us of the coining good. 

T a 
MR. D R Y I> E N, 

ON H I • 

TRANSLATION OF P E R S I U S» 

V S when of old heroic ftory tells, 
^ Of knights imprifon'd long by magic fpeUs, 
ill future time the deilin'd hero fend^ 
y whom the dire enchantment ia to end : 
Vol. XXXIV. O Such 
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Such feems this work, and fo referv'd £or thee^ 
Thou gtcat rcvcaler of dark poefy. 

Thofe fullen clouds, which have, for ages paft». 
O'er Periius' too-long, fui&rulg Mufe been cafty 
Difperfe, and fly before thy facred pen, 
And, in l^ir room^ bright tvaeks of fi^ safe fceik 
Sure Phoebus' felf tky fwdliag br«aft iil%>tMy ■ 
The god of mufic, arid ^detic Htfe^^ : 
£lfe, whence pr<»Ce9ds ^k gi^f &krfiri£e o( li^ I 
How dawns this day, forth from the womb of nighli 

Our wonder now does our paft folfy (how. 
Vainly contemning what we did not know ; 
So unbelievers impioufly deQ)ife 
The facred oracles in myfteries. 
Perfius before in fmall efteem was had^ 
Unlefs what to antiquity is paid ;. 
But like Apocityi^a^ witb £brupk read 
(So far our ignorance our £iutb» milled) ^ 
Till you, Apollo's darling prieft, thought fit 
To place it in the poet's facred writ. 

As coin, which bears fome awful monarch's facCf 
Fop more than its intrinfifc worlft will fafs ; 
So your bright image, which we here behold. 
Adds worth to worth, and dignifies the gold. 
To yow We ;dt tHiS' foBowing treafci»e owe. 
This Hippocrene, which from a rock did flow. 

Old ftoic virtue, dad' in rugged* lines, 
PolifhM by you, in modem brilliant f&iAtv ; 
And as before^ for Perfius, our efteetfi 
To his antiquity was paid^i not hittt : 

2 »- 
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So ndvr, whatever pTaife fi^om oi i^ du^, 

Bdotigs not to old Perfms, but the new. 

For ftili obfcure, to m fto light he gives ; 

Dead in himfelfy in you alone he lives. 

So ftttbborn flints their inward heat conceal, 
Tffl art aAd force th' unwilling fparks reveal ; 
Avt t&rough your flciU, from thofe fmall feeds of fire 
^i%lit fla^nes arife, whkh never can expire. 



THB ELEVENTH . 

.SATIl^E OF JUVENAL. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

^he defign of this Satire is to expofc and reprehend aB 
manner of intemperattce amd debauchery; but more 
J)articularly that exorbitant luXtury ufed by the Ro- 
tnans in their feafting. The Poet iczwi the occafion 
from an invitation which he here makes to his friend 
to dine with him ; very artfully preparing him with 
VrhaC he was to expeft from his treat, by beginning 
the Satire with a particular invc6Hve againff the va- 
riity and folly of fome perfons, who, having but mean 
fortunes in the world, attempted to live up to the 
Keight of men of great eftates and qudity. He (hews 
\is the miferable end of fuch fpendthriftff and gluttons* 
^th th& manner and courfes" which they took to 
bring themfelves to it ; adviiing men to live within 
bounds, and to proportion their inclinations to the 
O z extent 
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extent of their fortune. He gives his friend a bill of 
fare of the entertainment he has provided for him ; 
and from thence he takes occafion to refleA upon the 
temperance and frugality of the greateft men in for- 
mer ages : to which he oppbfes the riot and intcni' 
perance of the prefent ; attributing to the latter a ri- 
fible remiflhefs in the care of heaven over the Roman 
ilate. He inftances fome lewd pra6tice8 at feafb, and} 
by the bye, touches the nobility with making vice 
and debauchery confift with their principal pleafurcs. 
He concludes with a repeated invitation to his friend j 
advifing him (in one particular fomewhat freely) tea 
negleA of all cares and difquiets for the prefent, and 
a moderate ufe of pleafures for the future. 

TF noble Atticus make fplendid feafts, 

•*• And with expenlive food indulge his guefb, 

His wealth and quality fupport the treat ; 

Nor is it luxury in him, but ftate. 

But when poor Rutilus fpends all he's worth, 

In hopes of fetting one good dinner forth ; 

'Tis downright madnefs : for what greater jefts. 

Than begging gluttons, or than beggars' feafts ? 

But Rutilus is now notorious grown. 
And proves the common theme of all the town* 

A man in his full tide of youthful blood, 
Able for arms, and for his country's good ; 
Urg*d by no power, reftrain'd by no advice, 
^t following his own inglorious choice : 
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^ common fencers prafkifes the trade^ 
end debating for which arms were made ; 
which to man ne'er-dying fame afford, 
18 difgrace is owing to his fword. 
there are of the fame wretched kind» 
a their defpainng creditors may find 
ng in fhambles *y where with borrowed coin 
buy choice meats, and in cheap plenty dine ; 
^hofe fole blifs is eating ; who can give 
lat one brutal reafon why they live, 
^et what's more ridiculous ; of thefe 
oorefl wretch is ftill moft hard to pleafe ; 
le whofc thin tranfparent rags declare 
nuch his tatter'd fortune wants repair, 
I ranfack every element for choice 
:ry fifh and fowl at any price ; 
ught from far, it very dear has coft, 
a flavour then, which pleafes moft, 
e devours it with a greater guft. 
lot thus, while money lafts, he lives, 
lat exhaufted, iliU new pledges gives ; 
rc'd of mere neceffity to eat, 
nes to pawn his difh to buy his meat, 
g of filver or of gold he fpares, 
lat his mother's facred image bears ; 
oken relic he with fpeed devours, 
would all the reft of 's aifceftors, 
aght in gold, or if expos'd to fale, 
. pay the price of one luxurious meal* 

O 3 Thui 
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Thus certsun ruin trcRiU upon his heeb» 
The flings of hui^ger, fooQ, ap4 want, he feds > 
And thus is he reduc'dy at ie^gth^ to ferve 
Fencers for mifeniUe fcraps, or fUrve. 

Imagine now you fee a plenteous leaft ^ 
The queftion is» at wbpfe expellee '^is 4xie&^ 
In groat Ventidiiiis we tfae boiuity prif^ ; 
In Rutilus the vaqi^y jdefpife. 
Strange ignonuw^e ! that the fame man who knows 
How far yon mount above this mole-htU fhxmh 
Should not perceive a difference as great 
Between finall incomes and a vaft eftate ! 
From heaven to mortals fore that rule was featf 
Of ^< Know thyfelf/' and by fome god was meast 
To be our never-erring pilot here, 
Through all the various courfes which we fteer. 
Tlierfites, thpu^ the moft prefumptuous Greekji 
Yet durft not for Achilles' armour fpeak ; 
"When fcarce Ulyiies had a good pretence. 
With all th' advantage of his eloquence. 
Whoe'er atjtempts weak caufes to fupport. 
Ought to be very fure he's able for't ; 
And not miftake ftrpng lungs and impudeqce. 
For harmony of words and force of fenfe : 
Fools only make attempts beyond their jOkiU ; 
A wife man's ppwer's the limit of his will. 

If Fortune haj» a nigg^4 b^e? to tbec^ 
Devote thyfelf to thrift, not luxury ; 
And wifely omke tb^^t I^Ad c^ food thy choice. 
To which neceifity confinoi tj^y price* 

Well 
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11 may they fear feme iiciiftnMe end, 

lom gluttony and want at onoe attend ; 

lofe large voraqiout tbroate ha^e fwallow'd ?31t 

'h land and fbtKkf intereft and principal : 

H may they fear, at length, lAt Poftio's fate, 

ito fold his very nag to purchafe meat ; 

dy though aknigfat/mongft common (layeenowftande^ 

fg^ng an alms with vxidiftinguifh'd hands. 

e fudden death to fuch fhoidd welcome be, 

whom each added year heaps miiery, 

rn, poverty, reproach, and inlamy. 

there are fteps in villainy which thefe 
erve to tread and fdQow by degrees, 
ley they borrow, and from all that lend, 
ich, never meaning to reftore, they fpend 5 

that and their fmail ftock of credit gone, 
I Romefhouldgrowtoo warm, from thence they run i 
' of late years 'tis no more fcandal grown, 
• debt and roguery to quit the town, 
an, in the midft of fummer's fcorching heat, . 
>m crowds, and noife, and bufinefs, to retreat, 
e only grief fuch fugitives can find, 
fleding on the pleaiures left behind, 
e plays and loofe diverfions of the place ; 
t not ofie blufli appears for the difgrace. 
'er was of modefty fo great a dearth, 
at out of countenance Virtue's fled from earth ; 
Red, expos'd to ridicule and fcorn, 
:'8 with AArea gone, not to return. 

O + Thii 
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This day, my Perficus, thou (halt perceive t 

Whether myfelf I keep thofe rules I give, } 

Or elfe an unfufpe6led ghitton live ; J 

If moderate fare and abftinence I prize 
. In public, yet in private gormandize. 
Evander's feaft xeviv'd, to-day thou'lt fee 35 1 

That poor Evander, I, and. thou. (halt be > 

Alcides and ^neas both to me. J 

Meantime, I fend you now your bill of faie^ 
Be not furpris'd that 'tis all homely cheer : 
For nothing from the fhambles I provide. 
But from my' own fmall farm the tendered kid» 
And fatted of my flock, a fuckling yet. 
That ne'er 'had nourishment but from the teat'; 
No bitter wlllow-tpps have- been its food, 
Scarce grafs ; its veins have more of milk than blooi* 
^xt that, (hall mountain 'fparagus be laid, 
PuU'd by fome plain, but cleanly country maid. 
The largeft eggs, y«t warm within their neft. 
Together j«^ith the hens which laid them, dreft.; 
• Clufters of grapes preferv'd for half a year. 
Which plump and frefh as on the vines appear^ 
Apples of a ripe flavour, frefh and fair, 
Mixt with .the Syrian and the Signian pear, 
Mellow'd by wintejr, from their cruder juice^ 
Light of digeflion now, and fit for ufe. 

Such food as this would have been heretofore 
Accounted riot in a fenator : 
When the good Curius thought it no difgrace, 
Whh his own hands a few {mall herbs to irtb^ 
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^i)d firom liis Httle garden cull'da feaft, 
^ch fetter'd flaves would now difdain to tafte^ 
^or fcarce a flave, but has to dinner now, 
^e weU-drefs'd paps of a £it pregnant fow. 

But heretofore 'twas thought a fumptuoustivaty 
On birth-dayS) feftivals» or days of ilate» 
4 f^ dry^ flitch of bacon to prepare : 
^ they had frefh meat, 'twas delicious £are ! 
^ich rarely happened : and 'twas highly priz'd 

aught was left of what they facrific'd. 
o entertainments of this kind would come 
He worthiefl and the greateft men in Rome ; 
^y, feldom> any at fuch treats were feen, 
^t. thofe who had, at leaft, thrice confuls been ; 
** the dilator's oiice had difcharg*d, 
'^d now from honourable toil enlarged, 
^tir'd to hufband and manure the land, 
*^tambling themfelves to thofe they might command* 
Hen might y' have feen the good old general haile^ 
'^fore th^appointed hour, to fuch a feaft ; 
^is fpade aloft, as 'twere in triumph held, 
^oud of the conqueil of fome ftubbom field. 
Twas then when pious confuls bore the fway, 
Vnd vice, difcourag'd, pale and trembling lay, 
Jur cenfors then were fubjeft to the law, 
i*v*n Power itfelf of Juftice ftood in awe. 
t was not then a Roman's anxious thought, 
i^ere largeft tortoife-fhells were to be bought, 
^There pearls mighfr of the greateft price be hady 
6.nd fhining jewels to adorn his bed, 
rhat he at vaft expencc might loll his head* 
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Plain was his coudi, and only rich his mind^ 
Contentediy he Htpt^ as cheapij as be din'd» 
The foldier then, in Gcecian arts unikiird. 
Returning rich with plunder from die fields 
If cups of iilver or of g^ld be brou^t. 
With jewels fet^ and exquisitely wrought^ 
To glorious trappings ftraight the plate he tizni'^ 
And with the giittering ^il hjs hode adomM ; 
Or elfe a hdmet for him£elf he made, 
Where various warlike figures were inlaid ; 
The Roman wolf fuckHng the twins was there. 
And Mars himjpelf, arm'd with his (hidd and fpea!> 
Hovering above his creft, did dreadful fhow,^ 
As threatening death to eadi refifting foe. 
No ufe of filver, but in arms, was known ; 
Splendid they were in war, and there alone» 
No fideboards theitwith gilded plate were dr^s'di. 
No fweating (laves with mafiive diihes prefs'd ; 
Expenfive riot was not underftood. 
But earthern platters held their homely food* " 
Who would not envy them that age of byfs> • 
That fees with fhame the luxury of this*? 
Heaven unwearied then did bleifings pour,. 
And pitying Jove foretold each dangerous hour; 
Mankind were then familiar with the god. 
He fnufPd their inceafe with a gracious nod ; 
And would have ftill been bounteous, as of old, 
Had we not left him for thatjdc^ gold. 
His golden ilatues hence the god have driven : V 
For well he knows where our devotion's given. >" 
'Tis gold we worfliip, though we pray to Heaven. 3 

Wood» 



JUVENAL IMITATED* ^p^ 

is of our 9wn |iffoi3de4 tables thtn, 

tgh none caa p)f aiie ijw now hut from Japan* 

: Of lor4 to dh^ ^#4 let bim. have 

Qiceft diA hia ^ppetjite can crave ; . 

et k on ^ oa]ben board be ict^ r 

ordfhip >7i|l grow ikk, and cannot eat : 

:tl^Hig^e 9mU6> he knoiws not what to thmk^ 

ir your veaiibn's rank, or ointments ftink* 

r fome other taUe to be brought^ 

thing, at great expence in India bought, 

ath whofe orb large yawning panthers lie, 

d on rich pedeftals of ivory : 

nds no more of that of&n£ve taidl^ 

neat recovers, apd my lord grows well* 

rory table is a certain whet ; 

KTOuld not think how heartily he'll eat, 

new vigour to his teeth were fent» 
mpathy from thole o' th' elephant, 
t fuch fine feeders are no guefls for me : 
agrees not with frugality ; 
f that unfafhionable man am I, 

me they'd ftarve for want of ivory : 
lot one inch does my whole houfe afford, 
n my very tables, or chefs-board ; 
3ne the handles of my knives are made, 
10 ni tafte from thence affeds.the blade, 
hat I carve ; nor is there ever left 
unfavoury haut-go{^t from the haft, 
hearty welcome to plain wholefome meat 
Ji findi but ferv'd up in no formal ftate ; 

No 
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No fewers nor dextrous carvers have I got. 

Such as by fkilful Trypherus are taught ; 

In whofe fam'd fchools the various forms appear 

Of fifhes, beads, and dUl the fowls o' th' air ; 

And where, with blunted knives, his fcholars learn 

How to difTeid^, and the nice joints difcem ; 

While all the neighbours are with noife oppreft, 

From the harih carving of his wooden feafL 

On me attends a raw unfkilfid lad, 1 

On fragments fed, "in homely garments dad, f 

At once my carver, and my Ganymede : / 

With diligence he'll ferve us while we dine. 

And in plain beechen veffels fill our wine. 

No beauteous boys I keep, from Phrygia brought, 

No catamites, by (hameful pandars taught i 

Only to me two home-bred youths belong, 

Unfkill'd in any but their mother-tongue ; 

Alike in feature both, and garb appear. 

With honeft faces, though with uncurPd hair. 

This day thou fhalt my rural pages fee. 

For I have dreft them both to wait on thee. 

Of country fwain« they l)oth were bom, and one 

My ploughman's is, t' other my fhepherd's fon ; 

A cheerful fweetnefs in his looks he has. 

And innocence unartful in his face i 

Though fometimes fadnefs will o'ercaft the joy. 

And gentle fighs break from the tender boy ; 

His abfence from his mother oft* he'll mourn. 

And with his eyes look wifhes to return ; 

Longin? 
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ing to fee his tender kid» again, 
!eed his lambs upon the flowery plain, 
deft blufh he wears, not formM by art, 
from deceit his face, and full as free his heart, 
looks, fuch bafhfulnefs, might well adorn 
:heeks of youths that are more nobly bom ; 
loblemen thofe humble graces fcom. 
yonth to-day fhall my (mall treat attend, 
only he with wine fliall ferve my friend, 
wine from his own country brought, and made "j . 
the fame vines, beneath whofe fruitful fhade L 
nd his wanton kids have often play'd. J 

'ou, perhaps, expe6k a modifh feaft, 
amorous fongs and wanton dances graced ; 
I fprightly females, to the middle bare, 
lightly o'er the ground, and friik in air ; 
fe pliant limbs in various poftures move, 
twine and bound as in the rage of love, 
fights the languid nerves to adion ftir, 
jaded luft fprings forward with this fpur. 
e would (brink to hear this lewdnefs told, 
h hu(band8 now do with their wives behold ; 
?dful help, to make them both approve 
Iry embraces of long-wedded love, 
ptial cinders this revives the fire, 
turns their mutual loathing to defire. 
lie, who by her fex's charter muft 
double pleafure paid, feels double luft ; 
e (he warms with an immoderate heat, 
gly her bofom heaves, and pulfes beat ; 

With 
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With glowing cheeks aAd tremUiAg %«i ite Uei, 

With arms <6xpanded> aad with naked thighs. 

Sucking in ^iSon hofh a€ ears and tjt% 

But this becotti^s not me nor my eftate ; 

Thefe zft the vicious fdlies of the great. 

Let hiiH >^ho does on iVory tal^es ^Eh&e, 

Whofe marble floors with dihtiiken fpawlings ttaat ; 

Let him lafeivious fon^ and datoeek lan^f 

Which, or to fee^ or hearr, the tev^deft flave. 

The vikft proftitiite in all the fte#8^ 

With bafhfttl indignation would refbfe. 

But fortune, there, extenuates the crime ; 

What's vice in- me, is only mirth in him : 

The fruits which murder, cardff, or dice afibrd, "j 

A veftal nwifh^d, or a matron whor'd, [ 

Are laudable diverfioiis itr a lord* J 

But my podi* entertatnittent ils dtefigrt'd 
T' afford you piteafurcs of another kind : 
Yet with your tafte ydur hearing fliaU be fed. 
And Homer's fecred.Hnts and VirgiPs rfcad ; 
Either of whom does all mankind excel. 
Though which exceed? tte other none can telT. 
It matters not with what ill tone tftey Ve fung ; 
Verfe fo fublimely gootf no voice can wrong. 

Now then be aU thy Weighty eares away, ] 

Thy jealoufies and fear* ; and, while you may, r 
To peace and foft repbfe give all the d'a;^. J 

From thoughts of debt, or any wdrlidly ill. 
Be free ; be all uneafy paiBbn ftill. 

What 
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t though thy wife da widi the moniing light 
eft thou k wft hift tsxi^A a«A 6amd^d ail ii%Bt) 
from thy hed and houfi^ abroad lo roan^ 
hawb^ qoeach'd! her fltonty cone breaAhkfii home^ 
L'd in her fase^ and wkfa difevder^d hurt 
garments rufltd* and her bolbm hare f 
1 earv ft^ ting^g, and her eyet on fire, 
drowaTd ii^ fin^ ftiU bumittg in diefire : 
ft you are foro'd to ivink, and feem content^ 
Mg wkh paffioov which you dar« not veat f 
if yoa would be free from night^akMiity 
muft feem fond; and dbatiag on her charm^ 
her (the hft of twea^ to y^r anM. 
t thii,aiid ^¥t¥f otlk^ anxious thonght, 
i' entrance of my vhveAkild he Ibrgot ; 
hy domeft^ g^icf^ aft hotite be left^ 
ivife's adtilterf, ^h the fertanesr thdk ; 
<the moft Peking thoughC iM^ch can intrude) 
?t falTe fipiemk and their ing>pMriYude. 
18 our peoce^t tfiir^ atf hOniif b«^fiiiv 
e Megalenfian fhows are in the Circus feen ; 
t (to the bane of horfes) in high ftate 
Prsetor fits on a triumphal feat ; 
Y with cnfigns and with robes adom'dy 
with conquefl from the wars returned, 
day all Rome, (if 1 may be allow'd, 
out offence to fuch a numerous crowd, 
y all Rome) will in the Circus fweat ; 
es already do their fhouts repeat : 

Methinks 
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Methinks I hear the cry—" Away, away, 

**• Tkc green have won the honour of the day,'* 

Oh, fhould thefe fports be but one year forbom,. 

fUamt would in tears her lov'd diveriion mourn;. 

For that would now^ a caufe of forrow yidd,^ 

Great as the lofs of Cannae's fatal field. 

Such fhow^ as thefe were not for us defign^d,^. 

But vigorous youth to a6kive fports indin'd. 

On beds of rofes laid, let us repofe. 

While round our heads refrefhing ointment flows ^ 

Our aged limbs we'll bade in Phoebus' rays. 

And live this day devoted to our eafe.. 

£^rly to-day we'll to the bath repair,^ 

Nor need we now the common cenfure fear :. 

On feilivals. it is allow'd no crime 

To bathe and eat before the ufual time ; 

But that continued, would a loathing give» 

Nor could you thus a week together live : 

For frequent ufe would the delight exclude^ 

Fleafure's a toil when confiantly purfued^ 
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Q:;, U B E N MARY, 

N HER MAJISTY^S COMrNG TO SIX THE OLD BACHSr 
LOR, AFXBR RAVllfG SEEN THE DOUBLE DBALE^B*. 

^ Y this repeated aft of g^ce, we fee 

Wit is again the care of Majefty ; ^ 
d while thus honoured our proud ftage appears^ 
: feem to rival ancient theatres, 
us flourifh' J wit fn our forefathers* age, 
d thus the Roman and Athenian flage^ • 
Vhofe wit is beft, we'll not prefume to tell f 
t this we know*,, our audience will excel : 
• never was in Rome, nor Athens, feen 
fair a circle, and fo bright a Queen. . ^. 

\^ong has the Mufes' land been overcaft, 
d many rough and ftormy winters paft ; 
i from the world, and thrown in (hades of night,, 
heat deprived, and almoft void of light :• 
lile Wit,, a hardy plant, of nature bold, ' 
s ftrugglcd ftrongly with the killing cold : 
does it ftill through isppofition grow, 
if its root was warmer kept by fnow: 
: when (hot forth, then draws the danger near, y 
every Cide the gathering winds appear, > 

d blafls deftroy that fruit, which frofts would fparc; J 
ToL. XXXIV. P But 
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But now, new vigour and new life it knows. 
And warnttli tluft from this royal prefence flows. 

O Would (he ihine with rays more frequent here! 
How gay would then this drooping land appear! 
Then, like the fun, with pleafiire {he tmght view 
The fmiling earth, cloth'd by her beams anew. 
'O'er all the meads fhould various flowers be ieen 
^t&'d \^th the laurel's never-fading green. 
The new creation of a gracious X^een. 

EPILOGUE 
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AT TU« OPENIK« or TH« 

QJJEEN'S THEATRE, IN THE HAV-MARatEOr; 
WITH AK ITALIAN PASTORAL* 

•VfrH ATE VER future ifete our boufe may find^ i 
^ ^ At prefenV^e expedt you fhould be kind ; J 
Inconftancy iti<ff can claim no right. 
Before enjoyment and the Wedding-night, 
You muft.be fix'd a little ere you range. 
You muft be true till yoil have time to change. 
A week, at kaft; ^one night is fure too foon^ 
£ut we pretend 'not to a honey-inoom 
To novelty we know you can be true, 
But what, alas 1 or who, ii always new ? 

This day, without prefumption, we pirtenfl 
With novelty entire you'a entertainM^ 

a Tor 
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lone our hotife and fcenes are new, 
and dance^ but ev'n our a6^6r8 too. 
itfelf has foinething in't uncommon, 
ifiil lovers, and one conftant woman* 
Italian ftrains our (hepherds fing^ 
t(s loves our painted foreib ring^ 
perhaps, lefs foreign than the thing, 
and (how at firft we make pretencet 
'e may regale you with fome fenfe, 
at prefent, were too g^reat expence. 
Fear the beaux may think it hard^ 
night from fmutty jefb debarr'd : 
>od4>reediDg, fure they'll once cxcufe 
efty, when in a ftranger-mufe. 
1 at hand when we (hall (hift the fcene, 
^urfelves fhew your dear felves again : 
reveife of what you've feen to-day, 
»ld ftrokes the vicious town difplay. 

L O G U 

T O 

IHUS KING OF BPIRUS, 

&AGEDY, BY CHARLES HQPKIN^. 

ge has much improv'd the warrior's art ; 

lighting, now, is thought the weakeft part} 

k1 head, more ufeful than a heart. 

of war does our example yield ; 

: will win, which longeft keeps the field. 

Pi Wt 
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We mean not battle, when we bid defiance ;• . 
But flarving one another to compliance. 
Our troops encamp'd are by each other view'd ; 
And thofe which firft are hungry, are fubdued. 
And there, in truth, depends the great decifion : 
They conquer, who cut off the foes' proyifion. 
Let fools with knocks and bruifes keep a pother, 
Our war and trade is to outwit each other. 
But, hold 2 will not the politicians tell us, 
That both our conduct and our forefight fail us; 
To raife recruits, and draw new forces down ; 
Thus, in the dead vacation of the town, 
To mufter up our rhymes, without our reafon^ 
And forage for an audience out of feafon ? 
Our author's fears muft this falfe ftep excufe ; 
'Tis the firft flight of a juft-feather'd Mufe : 
Th' occafipn ta'en, when critics are away ; 
Halfwits and beaux, thofe ravenous birds of prey. 
But, Heaven be prais'd, far hence they vent their wratl 
l^auling, in mild lampoon, th' intriguing Bath, 
^hus does our author his firft flight commence ; 
Thus, againft friends at firft, with foils we fence : 
Thus prudent Gimcrack try'd if he were able 
( Ere he'd wet foot) to fwim upon a table. 

Then Tpare the youth \ or, if you'll damn the play 
^. I^ct:him but firft have his, then take your day. 
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^lT^OU fee we try all (bapes^ and fhiftSy and arts^ 
. To tempt your £ivour8, and regain your hearts* 
^e weep, and laugh, join mirth and grief together, r 
Like rain and funfliine mii^'d in April wither, 
^our different taftes divide our poet'9 cares : 
^ne foot the fock, t' other the hui)cin wears : . . . , 
iTius while he ftrives to pleafe, he's forced to do't, 
Like Volfciusy hip-hop, in a fingle boot, 
Criticksy he knows, for this may damn his'hooks : 
But he makes feafts for friends, and not for cooks. 
I*hough errant-knights of late no favour find, 
3\ire you will be to ladies-errant kind. • 
1^0 follow fame, knights-errant make profeflion : 
Wc damfels fly, to fave our reputation : 
^o they their valour (how ; we, our difcretion. 
To lands of monfters and fierce beafts they gb : 
iVe to thofe iflands where rich hufbands grow : 
rhough they're no monfters, we may make them 
[f they're of Englifh growth, they'll bear't with 

patience : . 

But fave us from a fpoufe of Oroonoko's nations ! 
rhcn blefs your ftars, you happy London wives, 
fcVho love at large, each day, yet keep your lives : 

P3 Nor 
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Nor envy poor Imoinda's doating blindnefsi 
Who thought her hufband kill'd her out of kindneffc 
Death with a hufband ne'er had fhewn fuch cHanns, 
Had fhe once died within a lover's armr» 
Her error was from ignorance proceeding r 
Poor foul ! (he wanted fome of our town-breeding ! 
Forgrive this Indian's fondnefa of her fpoufe ; 1 

Their law no chrillian l^erty allows : # 

Alas ! they make a confcience of their vows ! J 
If virtue in a heathen be a faulty 
Then damn the heathen fehool where (he was taugbu 
She might have leam'd to cuckold, jilt, and (hanii 
Had Covent-Garden been in. Surinam^. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE 
HUSBAND HIS OWN C U C K L I^ 

A COMEDY, WRITTEN BY MR. J* DRTDEN, ]VN. 

'T^HIS year has been remarkable two ways, 
•^ For blooming poets, and for blafted pbys : 
We've been by much appearing plenty mock'd. 
At once both tan tali z'd and over-ftock'd. 
Our authors too, by their fuccefs of late. 
Begin to think third-days are out of date. 
What can the caufe be, that our plays won't kcep> 

Unlefs they have a rot fome years, like iheq> ? 

For 



for oar parts, we coaBdk, wc *r qaaitt aflanu'd^ 
roitadfuch weekly hSL of poeU dinui'd* 
^ch pariih knows 'tis but a mounilul ode 
^ea chrifteiiiiigs &D» aad itmcnls iacreafe. 
lius 'tis, aod thus 'twOl be when we aie deadr 
"here wOl be writcrs^ which will ne'er be read. 
^7 will you be f uch wits, and write f uch things ? 
Wit wiUii^ to be wafps, but want the ftings* 
•^ not your fpleea provoke you to that height ; 
3dslife! you don't know what you do^ iirs, when you 

write* 
ouTI find that Pfegrfu. has tricks, whentry'd. y 
<M)ttgh you make nothing on't, but up and ride i > 
•^es and all, i'fiuth, now get aftride. ^s 

ontriving chara^ers, and fcenes,^ and plots,. 
> grown as common now, as knitting knots: 
^th the fame eafe, and negligence of thought, 
he charming play is writ, and firinge is wrought, 
hough this be firightfiil, yet we're more afiraid, 
lien kdies leave, that beaux will take the trade : 
bus hr 'tis weU enough, if here 'twould ftop. 
It (hould they write, we muft e'en (hut up (hop, 
ow (hall we make this mode of writing fink i 
mode, (aid I ? 'tis a difeale I think, 
ftubboro tetter that's not cur'd with ink. 
r ftill it fpreads, till each th' in&dion takes,, 
id feizes ten, for one that it fbriakes* 
I* play to-day is fprung iroai none of thefe ; «| 

»r (hould you damn it, though it does not pleafe, > 
ice bom without the bounds of your four feas. J 
P 4 For 
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For if you grant no fevour as 'tis new> 
Yet as a ftranger, there is fomething due : 
From Rome (to try its fate) this pky was fent; 
Start not at Rome ! for there's no popery meant: 
Though there the poet may his dwelling choofe, 
Yet ftill he knows hfs country claims his Mufe. 
Hither an offering his firft-bom he fends, 
Whofe good, or ill fuccefs, on you depends. 
Yet he has hope fome kindnefs may be (hown, 1 
'As due to greater merit than his own, f 

And begs the fire may for the fon atone. J 

There's his laft refuge, if the play don^t take, 
Ver^are young Dryden for hiis father's fake. 

P E. O L O G U £ 

TO 

A VERY G O O D W I F £; 

A COMEDY, BY P O WELL* 
^. SJ> O K E N B Y M. R. H A IN e'S. 

HERE'S a young Mow here— an aftor— Powcft^ 
One whofe perfon, perhap8,you all may know wcD', 
And he has writ a play— this very play 
Which you are all come here tb fee, to-day ; 
And fo, it being an ufual thing to fpeak 1 

iSomething or other for the author^s fake, J 

Before the ^y{^u hopes to make- it take} " * 
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c^me, being hiB friend and fdlow-player, 

"ay what (if you pleafe) you're like to hear. 

; knowy that &vour which I'd fain have fhown, 

c not for, in his name^'but my own ; 

, without vanity, I'm better known. 

n time then, let me beg you virould forbear 

T cat-calls, and the inftruments of war. 

or mercy, mercy, at your feet we fall, 

►efore your roaring gods deftroy us all ! 

fpcak with words fweet as diftilling honey, ^ 

:h words — as if I meant to liorrow money ; 

:, gentle firs, moft foft alluring beaux, 

nk 'tis a lady, that for pity fues. 

jht ladies — ^but ^o gain jthe ladies. grace, . 

ink r need no inore than fhew my face. 

:t then, you authors, ,be not you fevere ; 

y, what a fwarm of fcribblers have we here ! 

:, two, three, four, 'five, fix, feven, eight, 'ninei ten, 

in one row, and brothers of the pen. 

would be poets ; well, your favour's due 

this day's author, for he's one of you. 

ong the few which are of noted fame, 

fafe ; for I myfelf am one of them. 
I've feen me fmoke at WiU's among the wits ; 

witty too, as they are — ^that's by fits. 
?e, you, our city friends, who hither^ come 
three o'clock, to make fure elbow-room : 
lilc fpoufe, tuckt-up, does in her pattens trudge it,^ 
th handkerchief of prog, like troll with budget, 
d here, by tarns, you eat plumb-cake and judge i 

Pray 



it;J 



«i5 CONCRETE'S FOE BITS. 

Pray be you kind^ let me your grace importuoe^ 
Or elfe^-^gadt I'll tell you all your fortune. 
Well now, I have but one thing more to fay. 
And that's in reference to our third day ; 
An odd requeil'-*Hnay be you'll think it fo ; 
Fray come, whether you like the play or no : 
And if you'll ftay, we (hall be glad to fee you. 
If not—leave your half-<:rowii8,,and peace be wi^'youf 



P R O I* Q G U E 

TO THE 

G O U R. T^ 

aN THI 

Q^U E £ N'S B I R T H-D A Y, 

1704. 

np H E happy Mufe, to this high fcene preferred, 
-*■ Hereafter (hall in loftier ftrains be hexrd y 
And, foaring to tranfcend her ufual theme. 
Shall fing of virtue and heroic fame*. 
No longer (hall (he toil upon the fiage. 
And fruitlefs war with vice and foUy wage ; 
No more in mean difg^fe (he /hall appear, 
And (hapes (he would reform oe^forc'd to wear: 
While ignorance and malice join to blame. 
And break the mirror that reflects their ibame. 
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!i (he (hall purfue a nobler tafk, 
tright mgia face^ and fcom the fatyr'smaflc^ 
- future days! widch. are defign'd 
Munt tlie beauties of the mind :. 
[giniA to draw with care,, 
from the court a'i^uklefs fair: 
UB with fuccefs her hopes may crown». 
i to manners an incorrigible town* 
bis defign her eager thought purfues,. 
us^ virtues all around (he views, 
I not where to fix, or which to. choofe. 
nbitious of the daring flight, 
awes her with fuperior light*, 
attempt the confcious Miife retires, 
(niiable worth afpires ; 
[y applauds, and fiTentfy admires; 
he refie£b upon the genial ray 
enlivened this aufpicious day: 
ight ilar, to whofe indulgent power 
[ie blefiings of the prefent hour. 
^ omens of propitious fate 
L one facred birth, an equal date ; 
re derive whatever we pofTefs, 
I conqueft, or domeftic peace. 
Britain, then, thy dawn of blifs begun ; 
:e the mom that lighted up this fun ! 
it doom'd whofe councils fhould fucceed, 
hofe arm the chriilian world be freed ; 
fierce foe was pre-ordain'd to yield, 
Lhe battle won at Blenheim's glorious, field* 

TUB 
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AMARYLLIS for AMYNTAS, 

A PASTORAL; 

LAMENTING THE DEATH 
OFTH£LATX 

LORD MARQ^UIS of BLANDFORD. 

. XNSCRIBKDTOTHS 

RIGHT HONOURABLE THE LORD GODOLPHlKj 
LORD HIGH TREASURER OF ENGLAND. 

** Qualis popule^ moerens Philomela fub umbra 
** AmifTos queritur foetus — 

*< r— — ^ miferabile carmen 

" Integral, & racEftis late loca queftibus implet.'* 

ViRG. Geor. 4* 

) rr^ W A S at the time when new-returning light 
■■" With welcome rays begins to cheer the fight > 
When grateful birds prepare their thanks to pay, 
And warble hymns to hail the dawning day ; 
When woolly flocks their bleating cries renew, 
And from their fleecy fides fail (hake the filver dew. 
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THE. TEARS OF AMARYLLIS. ^^» 

7wa8 then that Amaryllis^ heavenly faik*, 
mded with grief, and wild with her defpair, 
*obk her myrtle bower, and rofy bed, 
tell the winds her woes, and mourn Amyntas^ 
. dead* 

h^ a heart fo hard, that heard her cries 
i did not weep ? who fuch rel^ntlefs eyes I 
:eh and wolves their wonted rage forego, 
d dumb diflrefs, and new compaflion fhow $ 
taught by her to tafte of human woe* 
ure herfelf attentive (ilence kept, 

i motion feem'd fufpended while (he wept ; 

1 rifing fun reftrain*d his fiery courfe, 
i rapid rivers liilen'd at their fource ; 

n Echo fear'd to catch the flying found, 

t repetition (hould her accents drown ; * 

J very morning wind withheld his breeze, 

* fana'd with fragrant wings the noifelefs trees ; 

if the gentle Zephyr had been dead, 

d in the grave with loved Amyntas laid. 

noife, no whifpering figh, no murmuring. groani ' 

fum'd to mingle with a mother's moan ; 

r cries alone her anguifh could exprefs, 

otHer mourning would have made it lefs. 

' Hear me," fhe cried, " ye nymphs and fylvan gods; 

nhabitants of thefe once-lov'd abodes ; 

learmy diflrefs, and lend a pitying ear, 

lear my complaint — you would not hear my prayer ; 

lie lofs which you prevented not, deplore, 

L-nd mourn with me, Amyntas now no more. 

"Have 
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" Have I ndt caufe, ye crud powen, to iAourn! 
"^ Lives there like me another wrelch foAom ? 
-** Tell me, thou fun that roand the wodd doth ihiiKi 
**- Haft thou beheld another lofs like mine ? 
** Ye winds, who on your wings fad accents Ibeac, 
** And catch the Ibunds of forrow and defpaii, 
** Tell me if e'er yoi|r tender pinions IxHse 
** Such weight of woe, fuch deadly fighs, before? 
<* Tell me* thou earth, on whofe wide fpreading htk 
** The wretched load is laid of human ntce, 
*^ Doft thou not feel thyfelf with me oppreft ? 
** Lie all the dead fo heavy on thy breaft? 
'^* When hoary winter on thy flirinking head 
** His icy, cold, deprefling hand has laid, 
^< Hail thou not feh lefe chMnefs in thy <vein6 ? 
^' Do I not pierce thee with more freezing pains? 
•* But why to thee do I relate my woe, 
•* Thou cruel earth, my moft remorielefs fbc, 
** Within who& darkfome womib the grave is madet 
<* Where all my joys are with Amyntas laid ? 
^< What is't to me, though on thy naked head 
<* Eternal winter fhould his horror fhed, 
<* Though all thy nerves are numb'd with endlefs frA 
*' And all thy hopes of future fpring were loft ? 
«< To me what comfort "can the fpring aftbrd ? 
*< Can my Amyntas he with fpring reftor'd ? 
** Can all the rains that ML from weeping fkics, 
*' Unlock the tomb where my Amyntas lies ? 
** No, never ! never ! — Say then, rigid earth, 
♦< What is to me thy cveriafting dearth ? 

« Though 
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** Though never flofwcr igun its head fhoaU rear, 
^* Though never tree agmin fboM bloflbm bar, 
** Though never gni& (honld dotbethe naked ground, 
^ Nor ever beating j^ant or wbolefome herb be found. 
** None, none v<rere found vrhen I bewailM thdr vrant; 
"^ Nor wholefome heib was found, nor healing phnt, 
** To cafe Amyntas of his cnid pains ; 
"** In vain I fcarchM the vaOers, hiOs and phuns; 
^ But vrither'd leaves alone appeared to vievr, 
** Or poifonous weeds diftiOing deadlv dew. 
** And if fome naked ftalk, not quite decay'd, 
** To yield a fiefli and friendly bnd cflky'd, 
^* Soon as I reach'd to crop the tender (hoot, 
*** A ihneking mandrake kill'd it at the root* 
'*• Witnefs to this, ye fawns of every vrood, 
^* Who at the prodigy aftonifh'd flood. 
** Well I remember what fad figns ye made, 
"** What fhovTers of unavaOing tears ye Aed ; 
** How each ran fearful to his moffy cave, 
** When the lail gafp the dear Amyntas gave. 
** For then the air was fiH'd vrith dreadful cries, 
"** And fudden night o'erfprcad the darkened (kies ; 
*' Phantoms^ and fiends, and wandering fees appeared, 
"*• And {creams of ill-prefaging birds vrere heard. 
*' The .foreft fhook, and flinty rocks vrere cleft, 
'* And frighted ibeams their vronted channels left ; 
** WithfiiBntic grief oVrflowing fruitful ground, 
" Where many a herd and harndefs fwain was drowned • 
^* Whfle I foflom and ddfdate was left, 
'^ Of every help, of every hope bereft ; 

"To 
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•* To every element expos'd I lay, 
« And to my griefs a more defencelefe prey. 
** For thee, Amyntas, all thefe pains were borne, 
** For thee thefe hands were wrung^ thcfc hairs w« 

torn; 
'* For thee my foul to figh fti# never leave, 
** Thefe eyes to weep, this throbbing heart to hcait.' 
« To mourn thy fall, I'll fly the hated light, 
" And hide my bead in (hades of endlefs night: 
** For thou wert light, and life, and health to mc; 
*^ The fun but thanklefs (hines that Aiews not thee. 
*< Wert thou not lovely, graceful,, good, and youi^i' 
** The joy of fight, the talk of every tongue ? 
** Did ever branch fb fweet a bloffom bear I 
*' Or ever early fruit appear fo fair ? 
** Did ever youth fo far his yeara tranfcend^. * 

<• Did ever life fo immaturely end I 
** For thee the tuneful fwaina provided lays,. 
** And every Mufe prepared tjiy future praife. 
** For thjee the bufy nymph ftripp'd every grovc^ 
*' And myrtle wreaths and flowery chaplets wove. ■' 
** But now, ah difmd change I the tuneful throng 
*f To loud lamentings turn the cheerful fong. - 
^* Their pleafing, tafk the weeping virgins leave^ 
•* And with unfinifh'd garlands, flrew thy grave. 
" There let me fall, there, there lamenting lie, 
** There grieving grow to. earth,. defpair, and die.** 
Thia faid, her loud complaint of force (he ceas*d> 
txcefs of grief her faultering fpeech. fupprcfs'd. 

V . A&nf 
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mg the ground her colder limbs (he laid, 
tere late the grave was for Amyntas made ; 
en from her fwimming eyes began to pour 
foftly-felling rain a lUver (hower ; 
r loofely-flowing hairy all radiant bright, 
nfpread the dewy grafs like ilreams of light t 
if the fun had of his beams been fhom, 
id caft to earth the glories he had worn.. 
Gght fo lovely (ad, fuch deep diftrefs*. 
tongqe can teU) no pencil can exprefa.. 
/^d now the winds,, which had fo long been- ftilT^ 
gan the fwelling air with fighs to fill i 
e water-nymphs^ who motionlefs remained,; 
^e images of ice,, while (he complain'd, 
w loosed, their (hreams ; as when defcending rains- 
11 the fteep torrents headlong o'er the plains. 
e prone creation,, who. fo long had gaz'd, 
arm'd with her cries, and at her griefs amaz'd,. 
g[aa to roar and howl with horrid yell, ' 

Tmal to hear, and terrible to tell ;, 
thing but groan» and fighs were heard around^ 
d- Echo multiplied each mournful found. 
iVhen all at once an. univerfal paufe 
grief was made^ as from fome fecret caufe». 
e balmy air with fragrant fcents was. (ill'd, 
if each weeping tree had gums difliU'd. 
^by if not fweeter, waa the rich perfume 
lich fwift afcended from Amyntas' tomb^. 
if th' Arabian bird her neft had fir'd, 
d on the fpicy pile were now expir^d^ 
roju. XXXIV, Q^ Audi 
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Now when a mutual flame you have reveal'd) - 
And the deak* union of our iools is feal'd. 
When all my joys complete in you I find, . 
Shdl I not (hare the fbrrowa o£ your mind i 
O tell me, tell me all— whence doea arife 
This flood of tear&^ whence are thefe Irequent &g)ai 
Why does that lonely head, like a feir flower 
Opprefs'd with drops of a hard-falling (hower. 
Bend with its wei^t of grief, and fecm to grow 
Downward to earth, and kifis the root of woe ^ 
L^anron my hreafl, and let me fold thee fafl, 
LockM in. thefe arms, think att thy fonrowspafl;;; 
Or what remain think lighter made hy mc i 
So I fhould thinks were I fo held hy thee. 
Murmur thy plaints^ and gently wound my ears:;; 
Sigh on my Up, and let me drink thy tears ^ 
Join to my cheek thy cold and- dewy face» 
And let pale grief to glowing love give place^ 

fpeak — ^for woe in filence moil appears j 
Speak, ere my fancy magnify my fears. 

Xb there a caufe which words can hot exprefs ? 
Can I not bear a part, nor make it lefs ? 

1 know no|:^what to think— am I ia &iilt ? 

I haye not, to my knowle^e, erPd in tjumght^ 
Nor wander'd from my love ^ nor would I be 
Lord of the world, to. live deprived of thee. 
Yqu weep afrefh, and at that wowi joja ftart != 
Am I to be diepriv'd then ?r— moft we part i 
Curfe on that word fo leady to be fpoke» 
For through my lips^. unmeant by mci it broke* 

(ft 
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h noy we muft not> wiD not, cannot part, 
nd my tongue talks, unprompted by my heart* 
et Qpeak, for my diftradtion grpMrs apace, 
nd racking fears and refUefs doubts increafe 
nd fears and doubts to jeak>ufy will turn, 
"be hotteft bell* in which a heart can bunu 
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T^ AIR Amoret is gone aftray ; 
'*• Purfue and^ feek her, every IcTver % 
I'll tell the figns by which you may 
The Vandering fliepherdcfs difcovcr* 

II. 
Coquet and coy at once her air. 

Both iludy'd, though both feem neglefted; 
Carelefs (he is Mtrith artful care, 

A£Fe6Ung to feem unaffeded* 

III. 
With (kill Ker eyes dart levery glandet 

Yet change fo foon you'd ne'er fufpeft thefni 
For (he'd perfuade they wound by chance^ 

Thodj^ certain aim and art direft Uieni* 

IV. 

She likes herfdf, yet others hate* 
For that which in herfelf (Ke prttes { 

And, while (ke laughs at them> forgets 
She is the thing that (he defpifes. 

0^3 L E S. 
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ini^ HEN Lefbia firft I faw fo heavenly fsa 
^ ^ With eyes fo bright, and whh that awfbl ; 
I thought my heart, which dufft fo high af]^, 
As bold as his who fnatchM coekflial fire. 
But fbon as e'er the beauteous ideot fpoke. 
Forth from her coral lips fuch folly broke, 
I-ike balm the trickling nonfenfe hedM my woi 
And what her eyes enthralPd her tongue unbou 

D O R L S. 

T^ ORIS, a nymph of riper ag;e, 
"*"^^ Has every grace and art, 
A wife obferver to engage. 
Or wound a heedlefs heart* 

Of native blufh, and rofy dye. 

Time has her cheek bereft ; 
Which makes the prudent nymph fupp 

With paint th' injurious theft. 

Her fparkling eyes (he dill retains. 

And teeth in good repair.; 
And her well-furnifh'd front difdains 

To grace \rith borrowed hair. 

Of fize, (he is nor fhort, nor tsdl, 

And does to fat incline 
No more than what the French vn 

Atmabk Emion/>omt, 
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Farther her perfon to difdofe 

I leave — let it fnffice, 
Skc has few faults but what (he knows. 

And can with flcill difguife. 
She many lovers has refus'd. 

With many more comf^y'd ; 
Which, like her clothes, when little usM, 

She always lays afide. 

She's one who looks with great contempt ' 

On each afiPeded creature, 
Whofe nicety would feem exempt 

From appetites of nature. 
She thinks they want or health or fenfe, 

Who want an inclination ; 
And therefore never takes offence 

At him who j^ds his pafGon. 

Whom (he refufet (he treats ftill 

With fo mudi fweet behaviour. 
That her refufal, through her (kill. 

Looks almoft like a favour. 

Since (he this foftnefs can exprefs 

To thofe whom (he rcjedls. 
She mufl be very fond, you'll guefs. 

Of fuch whom (he afiPe^^s : 

But here our Doris hr outgoes 

All that her fex have done ; 
She no regard for cuftom knows^ 

Which reaibn bids her fhun. 

0^4 B/ 
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B7 reafon her own reafon's meant^ 

Or, if you pleafe, her will : 
For, when this lad is difcontenty 

The firft is fervM but ill. 
Peculiar therefore is her way ; 

Whether by Nature taught^ 
I fhall not undertake to fay. 

Or by experience bought. 

But who o'-er night obtained her gracc» 

She can next day difown. 
And flare upon the ilrange man's face« 

As one fhe ne'er had known. 

So well fhe can the ^truth difguife* 
Such artful wonder frame. 

The lover or diflrufls iiis eyes. 
Or thinks 'twas all a dream* 

•Some cenfure this as lewd and low. 
Who are to>bounty blind ; 

For to foi^get what we beflow 
Befpeaks a noble mind. 

Doris our thanks nor afks» nor needs: 

For all her favours done 
From her love flow, as light proceeds 

Spontaneous from the fun. 

On one or other flill her fires 
Difplay their genial force ; 

And (he, like Sol, alone retires. 
To fhine elfewhere of courfe. 
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TO SLEEP. 



\ SLEEP! thou flatterer of happy minds, 

^ Ht)w foon a troubled 1>reaft thy falfeho()d finds! 

lou comtnon Triend, officious in thy aid« 

licre nodiftrefs is fliown, nor want betray 'd "5 

It oh ! how fwift^ how ftire thou art to fhun 

be wretch by fortune -or by love undone ! 

Iiere arc thy gentle dews, thy Tofter powers, 

Hbich us'd to wait upon my midnight hours ? 

Hiy doft thou ceafe thy hovering wings to fpready 

i^ith friendly (hade, around my reftlcfs bed ? 

^ noxomplainings thy compaffion move ? 

* thy antipathy fo ftrong to love ? 

^ no ! thou art the prdfperous lover's friend, 

>^nd dofl uncdl'd his pleaifing toils attend. 

i^ith equal kindneis, and with rival charms, 

ay (lumbers lull him in his feir-one's arms ; 

r frem her bofom he to thine retires, 

Ticre, fbothM with cafe, the panting youth refpiresj 

3l foft repofc reftore liis drooping fenfe, 

^d rapture is relieved by indolence. 

*t oh ! what torture does the lover bear, 

*i1om by thee, and haunted l)y defpair 1 

"Om racking thoughts l)y no kind flumbef freed, 

4t pairffid nights his joylefs days fucceed. 

'^t why, dull god, do 1 of thee complain i 

bou didft not caufe, nor canft thou eafe my pain. 

Forgive 
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Forgive what my di(tra6U9g grief has laid ; . 
I own, unjuftly I thy floth upbraid. 
For oft I have thy proflFcr*d aid repellM, 
And nay reludant eyes from reft withheld ; 
Implor'd the Mufe to break thy gentle chains^ 
And fung vtrith Philomel my nightly ftrains. 
With her I fing, but ceafe not with her fong^ 
For more enduring woes my days prolong. 
The morning lark to mine accords his note. 
And tunes to my diflrefs his warbling throat : 
Each fetting and each rifing fun I moum» 
Wailing alike his abfence and return. 
And all for thee — what had I well-nigh faid t 
Let me not name thee> thou too charming maid! 
No, as the wing'd muficians of the grove^ 
Th' aiTociates of my melody and love^ 
In moving found alone relate their pain. 
And not with voice articulate complain ; 
So (haU my Mufe my tuneful forrows fingy 
And lofe in air her name from whom they fpring* 
O may no wakeful thoughts her mind moleft. 
Soft be her (lumbers, and fincere her reft : 
For her, O Sleep ! thy bahny fweets prepare ; 
The peace I lofe for her, to her transfer. 
Hufh'd as the falling dews, whofe noifelefs (howerft 
Impearl the folded leaves of evening flowers. 
Steal on her brow : and as.thofe dews attend. 
Till wam'd by waking day to re-afcend. 
So wait thou for her mom ; then gently rife. 
And to the world reftore the day-break of her eyes. 
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YIELD, OKneHer! to fupcrior ikiB, 
Thy pencil trhnnphs o'er the poet's qnill : 
yet my Tanqmlh'd Mufe exert her kys» 
18 no more to rrral thee, bat pndfe. 
Oft haTe I try'd, with mavaSing care, 
» trace fome image of the mudi^or'd fair ; 
It ftill my numberg inefic^hnl proved, 
id rather fhew'd how much, than whom, I lor'd t 
It thy unerring hands, with matchlefs art, 
ave (hewn my eyes th* impreffion in my heart ) 
le bright idea both exifts and lives, 
ich vital heat thy genial pencil gives : 
liofe daring point, not to the face confined, 
ui penetrate the heart, and paint the mind, 
^ers fome faint refemblance may exprefs, 
^*ch, as 'tis drawn by chance, we find by guefs. 
)y pi^ores raife no doubts ; when brought to view^ 
Once they're known, and fecm to know us too. 
Uiicendent aitift ! how complete thy fldU ! 
y power to a& is equal to thy wilL 
-^ire and art in thee alike contend, 
t to oppofe each other, but befriend ; 

For 
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I'or wlutt thy fency ha^ with fire defigii'd. 
Is by thy fkill both tempered and refin'd. 
As in thy pifkures light confents with fhadci 
And each to other is fubfervient made ; 
Judgment and genius fo concur in thee. 
And both unite in perfe6t harmony. 

But after-days, my friend, muft do thee right, 
And fet thy virtues in unenvy'd light* 
Fame dvtc to vaft defert is kept in ftore. 
Unpaid, till the deferver is no more. 
Yet thou, in prefent, the beft part haft gain'd. 
And from the chofen few applaufe obtained : 
Ev'n he who beft could judge, and beft could prsa£^ 
Has high extoU'd thee in his deathlefs lays ; 
Ev'n Dryden has immort^z'4 thy name ; 
Let that alone fuffice thee, think that fame* 
Unfit I follow where he led the way. 
And court applaufe by what I feem to pay* 
Myfelf I praife, while I, thy praife intend. 
For 'tis fome virtue, virtue to commend ; 
And next to deeds which our own honour niife» 
Is to diftinguifh them who merit praife* 

TO A CANDLE. 

E L £ G y . 

T^ H O U vratchful taper, by whofe filent light 
-*- I lonely pafs the melancholy night ( 
Thou faithful witnefe of my fecret pain. 
To whom alone I venture to complain ; 

leat 
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earn with roe my hopdefs love to moan ;: 
nmlferate a life fo like thy own.. 
:e thine, my flames to my deftrudlion turn, 
ding that heart by which fupply'd they bum^ 
e thine, my joy and fuffering they difplay ; 
once are %n8 o£ life, an4 fyn^toms of decay*. 
1 as thy fearful flames the day declincj^ 
1 only during night prefume to fhine ; 
^ir humble rays not daring to afpire 
ore the fun, the fountain of their fire : 
mine, with confcious ftiame, and equal awCi, 
fhades oblcure, and folitude withdraw ; 
> dare their light before her eyes difclofe, 
m whofe bright beams their being firft arofc 
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O V I D'S THIRD BOOK 

O F T H E 

ART OF LOVti 

TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH VlERSlE, 

'W H 1 R E I N 

»C RECOMMEKDS THS RULES AND INSTRVCTlQtfS T9 

THE FAIR SEX IN THE CONDUCT OV THEIR AMOUKS} 

AFTER HAVING ALREADY COMPOSED TWO BOOfS 

FOR THE USE OF MEN UPON THE SAME SUBJECT. 

nn H E men arc armM, and for the fight prepare; 
"*• And now we xnuft inftruft and arm the fair. 
Both fexesy well appointed, take the field. 
And mighty Love determine which fhall yield. 
Man were ignoble, when thus arm*d, to fhow 
Unequal force againft a naked foe : 
No glory from fuch conqueft can be gain'd. 
And odds are always by the brave difdain'd. 

But fome exclaim, ** What phrenzy rules your mln^* 
•* Would you increafe the craft of woman-kind ! 
** Teach them new wiles and arts ! As well you maj 
** Inftruft a fnake to bite, or wolf to prey/' 
But, fure, too hard a cenfure they purfue, 
Who charge on all the failings of a few. 

Examine 
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nake firll Impartially each fair, 

so, as (he meritfl^ or coadeiiui» or fpare* 

Mendaufi» and the king of men, 

th juftice of their iifter-wiiws complain ; 

falfe Eriphyle forlbok her faith, 

id for reward procured her husband's death ; 

ndope was loyid iUU, and chaile, 

lough twenty years her lord in abfence pafs'd* 

fled how Laodama*8 truth was try'dy 

iioy though in Uoom of youth, and beauty^ 

(hare her husband's fate, untimely dy'< 
ink how Alcefte's piety was prov'd, 
iio loft her life to (ave the man (he lov*d« 
ceive me, Capaneus, Avadne cry'd ; 
V death itfelf our nuptials fhall divide : 

join thy afhes, pleas'd I ihall expire ; 
e {aid, and leap'd amid the funend fire, 
tue herfelf a goddefs we confefs, 
th female in her name and in her drefs ; 
) wonder then, if, to her fex idclin'd, 
e cultivates with care a female mind, 
t thefe exaked fouls exceed the reach 

that foft art which I pretend to teach. 
'' tender bark requires a gentle gale,, 
little wind will fill a little fail. 

fportive Loves I fing, and fhew what ways 
e willing nymph muft ufe her blifs to raife, 
id how to captivate the man (he'd pleafie. 
3man is foft, and of a tender heart, 
>t to receive, and to retain, love's dart 1 

z Man 
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Maa has a breaft robuft, and more fccure, 

it wounds him- not fo deep, nor hits fo fure* 

Men oft are &lfe ; and» if you fearch with care^ 

You'll find lefs fraud imputed to the fair. 

The fiEiithlefs Jafon from Medea fied» 

And made Creufa partner of his bed.. 

Bright Ariadne^ on an unknown (hore 

Thy abfencei peijur'd Thefeus, did dq>kMrek. 

If then the wild inhabitants of air 

Forbore her tender lovely limbs to tear,. 

It was not owing^ Thefeus,. to thy care*. 

Inquire the caufe, and let Demophoon telH- 

Why Phyllis^by a fete untimely felk 

Nine times, in vain, upon the pi'omia'd day> 

She fought th' appointed /hore, and viewed the fea$ 

Her fsJI the fading trees confent to mourn. 

And fhed their leaves round her lamented um«. 

The prince fo far for piety renown'd,, 
To thee> Eliza, was unfaithful found ; 
To thee forlorn and- languiftring with grie^. 
His fword alone he left,, thy laft relief. 
Ye ruin'd nymphs, ihall I the caufe impart 
Of all your woes ? *Twas want of needful art^ 
Love of itfelf too quickly will expire ; 
But powerful art perpetuates defire. 
Women had yet their ignorance bewail'd. 
Had not this art by Venus been reveal'd. 

Before my fight the Cyprian goddefs fhone^ 
And thus ihe faid ;. ^*' What have poor women dbne f 
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by 18 that weak, defencelefa fex expos'dy 

I every fide, by men well arm'd» inclos'd ? 

irice are the men iqftrudled by the Mufe^ 

►r muft (he now to teach the fex refufe. 

le Bard» who injur'd Helen in his fong, 

canted after, and redrefsM the wrong. 

id you, if on my fevour you depend, 

le caufe of women, while you live, defend.** 

faid, a myrtle fprig, which berries bore 

jave me (for a myrtle wreath (he wore). 

gift received, my fenfe enlightened grew^ 

from her prefence infpiration drew. 

nd, ye nymphs, by wedlock unconfin'd, 

hear my precepts, while (he prompts my mind : 

now, in bloom a£ youth, and beauty's prime^ 

ire of coming age, nor wafleyour time : 

, while you may, and ripening years invite, 

y the feafonable, fweet delight i 

-oiling years, like dealing waters, glide ; 

hope to ftop their ever-ebbing tide : 

k not hereafter will the lofs repay ; 

!very morrow will the tafte decay, 

leave lefs relifh than the former day. 

feen the time, when, on that withered thorn, 

blooming ro£e vied vnth the bhifhing morn. 

I fragrant wreaths I thence have decked my head» 

fee how leaflefs now, and how decayed ! 

you, who now the love-fick youth rejeft, 

prove, in age, what pains attend negle£t» 

>L. XXXIV. R . Uoofy 
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None, then, will prefs upon your midnight hourt^ 
Nor wake, to ftrew your ftrect with morning fbwen^ 
Then nightly knockings at you* door will ceafe, 
Wkofe noifelefs hammer, then, may ruft in peace. 

Alas, how foon a clear complexion fades ! 
How foon a wrinkled flcin plump flefh invades ! 
And what avails it, though the feir-onc fwears 
She from her infancy had fomc grey hairs ? 
She grows all hoary in a few more years. 
And then the venerable truth appears* 
The fiiake his fl<in, the deer hfs horns may caft. 
And both renew their youth and vigours paft : 
But no receipt can human -kind relieve, 
Doom'd to decrepit age without reprieve. 
Then crop the flower which yet invites jcfvnr tytf 
And which, ungather'^d, on it^ dalk muft die. 
Befides, the tender ftx is formed to bear, 
And frequent births too ft^on will youth impair : 
Continual harveft wears the friiltAil field. 
And earth itfelf decays too often tilled. 
Thou didft not, Cynthia, fcom the Latmian fwaiir; 
Nor thou, Aurofa, Cephalus difdairi ; 
The 1 aphian queen, who for Adonis' fate 
So deeply mourned, and Who laments him yfet. 
Has not been found inexorable lince ; 
Witnefs Harmonia, and the Dardian prinCe. 
Then take example, mortals, from above, 
And like immortals live, and like them love. 
Refufe not thofe delights, which men require. 
Nor let your lovers languifh with defite. 

FaH'e 
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Falfe though they prove, whsit lofs can you fuHaln ? • 
Thence let a thoufand take, *twill all remain. 
Though conftant u£e ey'n flint and fleel impairs^ 
What you employ no diminution fears. . 
Who would, to light a torch, their torch deny i 
Or who can dread drinking an ocean dry ? 
Still women lofc, you cry, if men obtain ; 
What do they lofe, that's worthy to retain ? 
Think not this faid to proftitute the fex, . 
But undcceire whom needlefs fears perplex. 
Thus far a gentle breeze fup|dies our fail. 
Now laonch'd to fea, we afk a briflcer gale. 
And, firft, we treat of drcfs. The well-drefs'd vln^ 
Produces plumpeft grapes,, and richeft wine ; 
And plenteous crops of golden grain are found, 
Alone, to grace well*<:ultivated ground. 
Beauty's the gift of gods, the fex's pride ! 
Yet to how many is that gift denyM ? 
Art helps a fecc ; a face, though heavenly fair> 
May quickly fade for want of needfid care, 
[n ancient dB^^s if women flighted drefs, 
Then men were ruder too, and Hk*d it lefs. 
'f HeAor's fpoufe was clad in ftubbqrn ftuff, 
\ foldier*8 wife became it well enough. 
\ja:^, to (hieU his ample breaft, provides 
5even liifty bulls, and tan« their fturdy hides ; 
\nd might not he, d'ye think, be well carefs'd, 
^nd yet his wife not elegantly drefs'd ? 
With rude fimplidty Rome firft wa» built, 
lrVl?ich now we fee adorn'd, and carv'd, and gilt* 

. R a Thl« 
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This capitol with that of old compare ; 
Some other Jove, you^d think, was worfhipM there* 
That lofty pile, where fenates didUte law, 
When Tatius reign'd, was poorly thatch'd with ftraw; 
And where Apollo's fane refulgent ftands^ 
Was heretofore a traek of paftuFe4ands. 
Let ancient manners other men delight ; 
But me the modem pleafe, as more polite*. 
Not that materials now in gold are wrought^ 
And diilant (hores for orient pearls^ are fought t 
Nor for, that hills exhaufl their marble veins, 
And iirudlures rife whofe bulk the £ea reftrains ;; 
But, that the world is- civiliz'd of late. 
And polifh'd from the raft of former date- 
Let not the nymph with pendants load her ear|» 
Nor in embroidery, or brocade, appear;. 
Too rich a drefs may fometimes check defire> 
And cleanlinefs jnore animates love's fire- 
The hair difpos'd, may gain or lofe a grace^ 
And much become, or mifbecome the face* 
What fuits your features, of your glafs inquire ?. 
For no one rule is fix'd for head-attire» 
A face too long ihould part and flat the hair. 
Left, upward comb'd, the length too much aj^eart 
So Laodamia drefs'd. A face too round 
Should ihow the ears, and with a tower be crown'd*^ 
On either fhoulder, one her locks difplays ; 
Adom'd hke Phoebus, when he iings his lays i 
Another, all her treflfes ties behind ; 
So drefs'd^ Diana hunts the fearful hind. 

• DilhcTcD'J 
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Diflievell'd locks moft graceful are to fomc ; 
Others, the bindiag fillets more become : 
Some plaity like fpiral fhdls, their braided hair» 
Others^ the loofe and waving curl prefer* 
But to recount the fevend drefles worn, 
Wbioh artfully each feveral face adorn. 
Were endlefs, as to tell the leaves on trees. 
The beafts on Alpine hills, or Hybla's bees* 
Afany there are, who feem to flight aH care, 
Aiid with a pleaiing negligence enfnare ; 
Whofe mornings oft in fuch a drefs are fpent> 
And all is «ut that looks like accident. 
With fuch diforder lole was grac'd, 
"When great Alcides firft the nymph cmbracM* 
So Ariadne came to Bacchus' bed, 
WhcR with the conqueror from Crete (he fled% 

Nature, indulgent to the fex, repays 
The loffes they fuftain, by various ways. 
Men ill fupply thofe hairs they fhed in age. 
Loft, like autumnal leaves, when north-winds rage* 
Women, with juice of herbs, grey locks difguife, 
A.nd Art gives colour which with Nature vies. 
The well-wove towers they wear, their own are thought; 
&ut only are their own, as what they *ve bought, 
^or need they blufh to buy heads ready drefe'd, 
^nd choofe, at public (hops, what fuits them beft. 

Coftly apparel let the fair-one fly, 
Enriched with gold, or with the Tyrian dye. 
^hat folly muft in fuch expence appear, 
When mare becoming colours are lefs dear i 

R 3 One 
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One with a dye Is ting*d of lovdy blue; 
Such as, through air ferene, the flty we view. 
With yellow luftre fee another fpread. 
As if the golden -fleece compos'd the thread- 
Some of the fea-green wave the caft difplay ; 
With this ths; nymphs their beauteous forms array : 
And fome the fafFron hue will well adorn ; 
Such is the mantle of the blufhing mom. 
Of myrtle-berries, one the tinfture (hows ; l 

in this, of amethyfts, the purple grows, V 

And that more imitates the paler rofe. 3 

Nor Thraclan cranes forget, whofe filvery plumes 
Give patterns, which employ the mimic looms. 
Nor almond, nor the chefnut dye difclaim ; 
Nor others, which from wax derive their name. 
As fields you find, with various flowers o*erfpread| 
When vineyards bud, and winter's frofl: is fled ; 
So various are the colours you may try. 
Of which, the thirlly wool imbibes the cfye. 
Try eveiy one : what befl: becomes you, wear ; 
For no complexion all alike can bear. 
If fair the fl<in, black may become it beft^ 
In black the lovely fair Brifels drefs'd : 
If brown the nymph, let her be clothM in white^ 
Andromeda fo charm'd the wondering fig^t. 

I need not warn you of too powerful fmells, 
Which fometimes health, or kindly heat, expels. 
Nor, from your tender legs to pluck with care 
The cafual growth of all unfcemly hair. 

Though 
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Thoi^gfa jK>t to nymj^ of Caucafus I iii\g,. 
Nor fuch who tafte remote the Myfiao fpnog ; 
Yet, let me warn you, that, through no negle6):» 
You let your teeth difclofe the leaft defed. 
You know the uieof white ta m<^ you fair> 
And how, with red, loft colour to repair ; 
Impcrfeft eye-brow8 you by art can mend. 
And (kin, when wanting, o'er a fear extend* 
Nor need the fair-one be afliam'd, who tries 
By art, to add new luftre to hfcr eyes. 

A little book I 've made, but with great care» 
How to preferve the face, and how repair. 
In that, the nymphs, by time or chance .annoy'd. 
May fee, what pains to ple^e -them I *ve emplpy'd^ 
But, ftill beware, that from your lover's eye 
You keep concealed t^c medicines you apply ; 
Though art affills, yet muft that art be hid. 
Left, whom it would, invite, it ihould forbid. 
Who would not take offence, to fee a face 
All daub'd, and dripping with the melted greafe ? 
And though your unguents bear th* Athenian naracj. 
The wooPs unfavoury fcent is ftill the fame. 
Marrow of ftags, nor your pomatums try. 
Nor clean your furry teeth, when men are by ; 
For many things, when done, aftbrd deh'ght, 
Which yet, while doing, may ofF<pnd the ftght.. 
Ev'n Myro's ftatues, which for art furpafs 
All others, once were but a (hapelefs mafs ; 
Rude was that gold which now in rings is worn,. 
As once the robe you wear was wpol unihorn* 
< R 4, . Hxinkj, 
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Think, how that ftone rough in the qnany grew^ 
Which, now, a pcrfcft Venus (hews to view. 
While we fuppofe you deep, repair your fcice, 
Xiock'd from obfervers, in fome fecret place. 
Add the laft hand, before yomidves you fliow ; 
Your need of art, why (hould your lovers know ? 
Por many things, when moft <x>nceal'd, are bed $ 
And few cf ftrift inquiry bear the teft. 
Thofe figures which in theatres are feen, 
ti'ilded without, are common wood within. 
But no fpeftators are allowed to pry. 
Till all is finifhM, which allures the eye. 

Yet, I muft-own, it oft affords delight. 
To- have the feir-one comb her 4iair in fight; 
To view the flowing honours of her head 
Fall on her neck, and o'er her (hoidder fpread. 
But let her look, that fhe with care avoid 
All fretful humours, while fhe's fo employM ; 
Let her not ftill undo, with peevifh hafle. 
All that *her woman does, who does her befU 
I hate a vixen, that her maid afTails, 
And fcratehes with her bodkin, or her nails ; 
Willie the poor girl in blood and tears muft mouro, 
And heriieart curfes, what her hands adorn. 

Let her who has no hair, or has but fome. 
Plant centinels before her drefling-room ^ 
Or in the fane of the good goddefs drefs. 
Where all the male-kind are debarred accefs* 

^Tis faid, that I (but *tis a tale devis'd) 
A lady at her toilet once furpris-d ; 

Who 
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J/Tho ftartingy fnatch'd in hafte the tower (he wore^ 
^ndy in a huny, plac'd the hinder part before* 
But on our foes fall every foch difgrace, 
3r barbarous beauties of the Pythian race« 
LJngracefid *ti8 to fee without a horn 
The lofty hart» whom branches beft adorn ; 
A. leaflefs tree, or an unverdant mead ; 
A.nd as ungraceful is a hairlefs head. 

But think not thefe inftru^ons are defign'd 
For firft-rate beauties of the finifh'd kind : 
Not to a Semele, or Leda bright, 
Kor an £uropa» thefe my rules I write ; 
Nor the fair Helen do I teach, whofe charms 
■Stirr'd up Atrides, and all Greece, to arms : 
Thee to Tegarn^ well was l^at war begtm. 
And Paris weM defended what he won ; 
What lover, or what hufband, would not fight 
In fuch a caufe, where both are in the right ? 

The crowd I teach, fome homely, and fome fair. 
But of the former fort, the larger ihare* 
The handfome leaft require the help of art. 
Rich in themfelves, and pleas'd with Nature's part. 
When calm the fea, at eafe the pilot lies, 
But all his fkill exerts when ftorms arife. 

Faults in your perfon, or your face, correA : 
And few are feen that have not fome defed* 
The nymph too (hort her fesft fliould feldom quit, 
l.eft, when fhe fiands, (he may be thought to fit ; 
And when extended on her couch (he lies, 
Xict length of petticoats conceal her iize* 

The 
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Thekan of thick-wrought tbitS her clothes fiioridi:lK 
And fuller made^ than what the plumper ufe. 
If pale, let her the ciimfon juice apply ; 
If fwarthy, to the I^arian vamifh fiy, 
A leg too lank, tight garters ftill muft weat % 
Nor fhould an iU-(hapM foot he ever bare. 
Round (houlders, boHler'd^ will aj^ar the leaftf 
And lacing ilrait, confines too full a breaft. 
Whofe fingers are too fat, and nails too coar£e, 
Should always ihun much gefture in difcourfe. 
And you, whofe breath is toudi'd, this caution tel 
Nor falling, nor too near another {peak. 
Let not the nymph with laughter much abound, 
Whofe teeth are black, uneven, or unfound. 
You hardly think how much on this depends. 
And how a laugh, or fpoils a face, or mends. 
Gape not too wide, left you difclofe your gums,, 
And lofe the dimple wiiich the cheek becomes. 
Nor let your fides too ftrong concuffions ftiake, 
Left you the foftnefs of the fcx forfake. 
In fome, diftortions quite the face difguife ; 
Another laughs, that you would think- (he cries* 
In one, too hoarfe a voice we hear betray'd. 
Another's is as harfh as if fhe bray'd. 

What cannot art attain ! Many, with eafe. 
Have leam'd to weep, both when and how they p 
Others, through ^fFedation, lifp, and find. 
In imperfe6ii6n, charms to catch mankind. 
NegleA n% means which may promote your ends 
Now learn what way of walking recommends* 
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Too mafculine a motion fhocks the fight ; 

iut female grace allures with ilrange delight, 

Dne has an artful fwing and jut behind, 

kVhich helps her coats to catch the fwelling wmd*; 

>well'd with the wanton wind, they loofcly flow> 

\nd every ftep and gmceful motion (how. 

A.nother, like an Umbrian's fturdy fpoufe,. 

Strides all the fpacc her petticoat allows. 

Between extremes, in this, a mean adjuft ; 

Nor (hew too nice a gait, nor too robuft. 

If fnowy white your neck, you ftill (hould wear 

That, and the fhoulder of the left arm, bare, 

Such lights ne'er fail to fire my amorous heart, 

And make me pant to kifs the naked part» 

Syrens, though monfters of the ftormy main. 

Can (hips, when under fail, with fongs, detain : 

Scarce could Ulyfies by his friends be bound. 

When firft he liftenM to the charming found. 

Singing infinuates : learn, all ye maids ; 

Oft, when a face forbids, a voice perfuades,. 

Whether on theatres loud ilrains we hear. 

Or in Ruelle fome foft Egyptian air. 

Well (hall (he fing, of whom I make my choice. 

And with her lute accompany her voice. 

The rocks were ttirrM, the beafts to liften ftay'd. 

When oh his lyre melodious Orpheus play'd ; 

Ev'n Cerberus and Hell that found obeyed. 

And ftones officious were, thy walls to raife^ 

O Thebes, attradcd by Amphion's lays. 
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The dolphin, dumb itfelf, thy voice admlr'd. 
And was, Arion, by thy fongs infpir'd. 
Of fweet Callimachus the works rehearfe^ 
And read Philetas' and Anacreon's verfe. 
Terentian plays may much the mind improve ; 
But fofteft Sappho beft inilru^ to love. 
Propertius, Callus, and Tibullus read, 
And let Varronian verfe to thefe fucceed. 
Then mighty Maro's work with care perufe ; 
Of all the Latin bards the nobleft Mufe. 
Ev'n ly*ti8 poffible, in after-days. 
May 'fcape oblivion, and be nam'd with thefe. 
My labour'd lines fome readers may approve. 
Since I 've inftruAed either fex in love. 
Whatever book you read of this foft art, 
Read with a lover's voice, and lover's heart. 

Tender epiftles too by me are fram'd, 
A work before unthought-of, and unnam'd. 
Such was your facred will, O tuneful Nine I 
Such thine, Apollo ! and, Lyaeus, thine ! 

Still unaccompHfli'd may the maid be though^ 
Who gracefully to dance was never taught : 
That aftive dancing may to love engage, 
Witnefs the well-kept dancers of the ftage. 

Of fome old trifles I'm alham'd to tell, 
Though it becomes the fex to trifle well ; 
To raffle prettily, or flur a dye, 
Implies both cunning and dexterity. 
Nor is't amifs at chefs to be expert. 
For games moft thoughtful, fometimes, mofl divert. 

Learn 
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X.earn every game, you HI find it prove of ufe ; 

Parties begun at play, may love produce. 

But eafier 'tis to learn how bets to lay^ 

Than how to keep your temper while you play* 

Unguarded then each breaft is open laid, 

And while the head 's intent, the heart's betray'd* 

Then bale deHre of gain, then rage appears^ 

Quarrels and brawls arife, and anxious fears ; 

Then clamours and revilings reach the fkj^ 

While lofing gamefters all the gods defy. 

Then horrid oaths are utter'd every caft ; 

They grieve, and ciu-fe, and florm, nay, weep at laft» 

Good Jove, avert fuch (hameful faults as thefe 

From every nymph whpfe heart 's inclia'd to pkafe» 

Sof^ recreations fit the female kind ;: 

Nature, for men, has rougher fports defign'd : 

To wield the fword, and hurl the pointed fpear ; 

To ftop, or turn the deed in full career. 

Though martial fields ill fuit your tender frames^ 
Nor may you fwim in Tiber's rapid (beams ;. 
Yet when Sol's burning wheels from Leo drive^ 
And at the glowing Virgin's fign arrive, 
*Ti8 both allow'd and fit you fhould repair 
To pleafant walks, and breathe refrefhing air. 
To Pompey's gardens, or the fhady groves 
"Which Caefar honours, and which Phoebus loves ; 
f hoebus, who funk the proud Egyptian fleets 
J^nd made Augullus' viAory complete. 
Or feek thofe (hades, where monuments of fame 
Are rais'd, to Livia's and Odavia's name; 
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Or where Agrippa firft adomM the groundt 

When he with naval Tiftory was crowa'd* 

To Ifis' fane, to theatres refort ; 

And in the Circus fee the noble fpoit. 

In every public place, by turns, be (hown ; 

In ytiin you're fair, while yon remain unknown. 

Should yoB, in finging, Thamyras tranfcend ; 

Your voice unheard, who could your ikill conimend? 

Had not Apelles drawn the fea-bom queen, 

Her beauties ftill beneath the waves had been. 

Poets, infpir'd, write only for a name. 
And think their labours weH repay'd with feme. 
In former days, I own, the Poets were 
Of jgods and kings the moft peculiar care ; 
Majellic awe was in the name allowMj 
And they wath rich pofleffions were endtowM. 
Ennius with honours was by Sci^io^grac'd, 
And, next his own, the Poet's ftatue plac'd. 
But now their ivy crowns bear no efteem. 
And all their learning's thought an idle dream. 
Still, there's a pleafure, that proceeds from praifc : 1 
What could the high renown of Homer raife, f 

But that he fung his Iliad's deathlefs lays ? J 

Who could have been of Danae's charms affurM, 
Had flie grown old, within her tower immur'd ? 
This, as a rule, let every nymph purfue ; 
That 'tis her interefl eft to come in view. 

A hungry wolf at all the herd will run. 
In hopes, through many, to make fare of one. 

So, 



} 
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t&e filir tlie gazing crowd aflk% 
)ver one, it kaft, (he may pf evaiL 
ry^place to pkafe, be a& her tkouglit f 
f fometimety leaft we think, the fiAi i» eanglkt* 
imes, all dscy, we hunt the tedious- foil | 

tke ibg himfelf fhall feek the toil. 
V .could Andromeda once doubt relief, 

chaiam are hei^ten'd and adom'd by grief? 
idow'd fiur, who fees her lord expire, 
yet (he wcqps, may kindle new defire, 
lymen's torch re-light with funeral fire, 
•are of men who are too fprucely drefs'd : 
)ok, you fiy with fipeed a fop profcfs'd. 
odd, to you, and to a thoufand more, 
?11 the fame dull ftory o'er and o'er, 
ay and that, unfteadily they rove, 
lever fijc^d, are fugitives in love, 
[uttering dungs aU women fure fhould hat^^ 
as themfelves, aad more efieminate. 
: me, aH I fay is for your good 5 
'dam Been believ'd, Troy ftill had flood. 
ly, with bafe defigns, will paflian feign, 
:now no love, but fordid love of gain. 
: jio powdered heads, nor eflenc'd hair, 
veil-believing, eafy hearts enfxiare. 
lothes are oft by common fharpers worn, 
iamond rings felonious hands adorn. 
f your lover burn with fierce defire 
ewets to enjoy, and beft attire. 

Poof 
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Poor Chloe, robb'd, ruw crying through the ftrects j ^ 
And as fhe runs, ** Give me my own,** repeats* ^ 

How often, Venus, haft thou heard fuch cries. 
And laughM amidft thy Apptan votaries ! 
Some fo notorious are, their very name 
Muft every n3rmph whom they frequent, defame* ^ 

Be wam'd by ills, which others have deftroy'd^ ^ 

And faithlefs men with conftant care avoids ^ 

Truft not a Thefeus, fair Athenian maid,. 
Who has fo oft th* attefting gods bctra/d. 
And thou, Demophoon, heir to Thefeus' crimes^ 
Haft loft tliy credit to all future times^ 

Promile for promife equally afibrd. 
But once a contra6l made, keep well your word* 
For (he for any aft of hdl is fit. 
And, undifmayM, may facrilege commit. 
With impious hands could quench the veftal fire» 
Foifoa her hufband in her arms for hire ; 
Who firft to take a lover's gift complies. 
And then defrauds him, and his claim denies* 

But hold, my Mufe, check thy unruly horfe» 
And more in fight purfue tk' intended courfe* 

If love-epiftle» tender lines impart. 

And billet-doux are fent, to found your heart 5 

Let all fuch letters, by a faithful maid,. 

Or confident, be fecretly convey'd : 

Soon from the words you'll judge, if read with cartf 

When feign'd a paifion is, and when fincere. 

Ere in return you write, fome time require ; 

Delays, if not too long, increafe defire » s 

Nor 
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Nor let the prefling youth with eafe obtain » 
Nor yet refufe him with too rude difdain : 
Now let his hopeS) now let his fears increafe. 
But by degrees let fear to hope give place. 

Be fure avoid fet phrafes, when you write ; 
The ufual way of fpeech is more polite. 
How have I feen the puzzled lover vex'd, 
To read a letter with hard words perplex'd ! 
A flyle too coarfe takes firom a handfome face» 
And makes us wifh an uglier in its place. 

But fince (though chaility be not your care) 9 
You fix)m your hufband ftill would hide th* affair. 
Write to no ftranger till his truth be try'd, 
MoF ia a foolifh meifenger confide. 
What agoniea that woman undergoes, 
Whofe hand the traitor threatens to expofe ; 
Who, rafhly trufting, dreads to be deceived. 
And lives for ever to that dread enflav'd I 
Such treachery can never be furpafs'dy 
Por thofe difcoveries fure as lightning blaft* 
Might I advife, fraud fhould with fraud be paid ; 
l.et arms repel all who with arms invade. 

But iincc your letters may be brought to light. 
What if in fevcral hands you leam'd to write I 
My curfe on him who firft the fex betrayed, 
And this advice fo neceffary made, 
^or let your pocket-book two hands contain, 
t'irft rub your lover's out,, then write again. 
Still one contrivance more remains behind, 
Vrhich you may ufe as a convenient blind ; 

Vol. XXXIV.. S As 
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As if to women writ, your iettera frame. 

And let your friend to you fubfcribe a female Dane* 

Now greater things to tell, my MuXe preparci 
And clap on all the fail the berk can bear. 
Let no rude pafilons in your looks find j^e ; 
For fury will deform the fineit face : 
It fwells the lips, and blackens all the veins. 
While in the eye a Gorgon horror reigns* 

When on her flute di?iae Minerva ^^d. 
And in a fountain law the change it made. 
Swelling her cheek | (he flung it quite aflde : 
" Nor is thy mufic 4b much worth," fhe cry'd* 
Look in your gla& when ybu with aager glow. 
And youll confefs, you (carce yOurielves can kaovi^ 
Nor with exceflive {Mride infuk the fight. 
For gentle looks, alone, to love invite. 
Believe it as a truth thal's daily try'd. 
There's nothing more deteftabk than pride. 
How have I feen ikaat airs di^uft create, 
Like things which by antipathy we hate ! 
Let looks With looks, and fmiks with fmiks be fiHi^ 
And when your lover bows, iacline your heacL 
So Love preluding, {^ays at firft. with hearts. 
And after wounds with deeper-piercing daits. 
Nor me a melancholy miibefs chairms ; 
Let fad Tecmefla weep in Ajax^ arms. 
Let mourning beauties fuUen heroes nK>ve, 
We cheerful men Kke gaiety in love. 
Let Hed^or in Andromache delight, 
Who^in bewailing TtQj^ wafteg all the night. 

Had 
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Had they not botk bom^ childFCR {to bcr plain ), 

I ne'er oHild tKIiik they^d with their huibands laiiu 

I no idea in my mind caa fraiae, 

That either one. or t'other doleful dame 

Could toy, could foadlcy or could call their lords 

•* My life, my foul j^^ or ^ak endesring worfa. 

Why from cdn^rifoss fkould I refraia^ 
Or fear fmAJQ^ things by greater to explain ? 
Obferve what condo^ prudent generak ufe* 
And how their feTcral officers they choofe i 
To one a charge of iftfantry cevunit,. 
Another for the horfe is thought naove fit. 
So you your fcveraV lovers (houkii fele^. 
And, as yo\i find them qualified, dire^» 
The wealthy lover llore of gold fhouldiend ; 
The lawyer fhould, in courts* your caufe defend* 
We, who write verfe^ with verfe alone fhouki bribe; 
Mod apt to love is aU the tu&eful tribe. 
£y us, your fivAe ihall through the work! be bl»«'d i 
So Nemefia^ fo Cynthia's nanK was rais^d» 
From eail to. we(l» Lycons' praUes nag ; 
Nor are Corinna's fikstt, whom we ikig. 
No fraud the poet's iJMred breaft can bear i 
Mild are hit Hmnners, and his heart fiacere t 
Nor weakh he feeks, aor feela ambitkm's fire3» 
But fhuns the bar } and books and (h^des requires* 
Too faithfully* ahus ) we know to k>ve. 
With eafe we fist, but we with pain reovove % 
Our fofter ftudies with our fouls combine* 
And both to tendernefs our hea?ta indioc. 

S z Be 
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Be gentle, virgins, to the Pectus prayer. 
The God that fills him, and the Mufe revert j 
Something divine is in us, and from heaven 
Th* infpiring %irit can alone be given. 
*Ti8 fin, a price from poets to e^6i ; 
But 'tis a fin no woman fears to Z&.4 
Yet hide, however, your avarice from fight, 
Lefl you too foon your new admirer fright. 

As fkilful riders rein with different force, 
A new-back'd courier, and a well-train'd horfc ; 
Do you, by different management, engage 
The man in years, and youth of greener age* 
This, while the wiles of love are yet unknown, 
Will gladly cleave to you, and you alone ; 
With kind careffes oft indulge the boy. 
And all the harvefl of his heat enjoy. 
Alone, thus blefs'd, of rivals moft beware 5 
Nor love nor empire can a rival bear. 
Men more difcreetly love, when more mature. 
And many things, which youth difdains, endure ; 
No windows break, nor houfes fet on fire. 
Nor tear their own, or miftrefs's attire. 
In youth, the boiling blood gives fury vent, 
But men in years more calmly wrongs refent. 
As wood when green, or as a torch when wet, 
They (lowly bum, but long retain their heat- 
More bright 18 youthful flame, but fooner dies ; 
Then fwiftly fcize the joy that fwiftly flies. 

Thus all betraying to the beauteous foe, 
How furely to enflave ourfelves we (how ! 
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To tmft a traitor, you'll no fcruple make. 

Who is a traitor only for your fake. 

Who yields too foon, will foon her lover lofe ; 

Would you retain him long, then long refufe. 
Oft at your door make him for entrance wait, 

There let him lie, and threaten and intreat. 

When doy'd with fweets, hitters the tafte reftore ; 

Ships, hy fisiir winds, are ibmetimes run afhore* 

Hence fprings the coldnefs of a marry'd life, 

The hufhand, when he pleafes, has his wife. 

Bar but your gate, and let your porter cry 

** Here's no admittance. Sir ; I muft deny.** 

The very hufband, fo repuls*d, will find 

A growing inclination to be kind. 
Thus far with foils you've fought ; thofe laid afide, ^ 

I now (harp weapons for the fex provide ; > 

No dciibt, againft myfelf to fee them try'd. J 

When firft a lover you defign to charnit 
fieware, left jealoufies his foul alarm ; 
Make him believe, with aU the fkill you can, 
^That he, and only he's the happy man. 
Anon, by due degrees, fmall doubts creatCy 
And let him fear fome rival's better fate. 
Such little arts make love its vigour hold» 
Which elfe would languifb, and too foon grow old. 
Then ftrains the courfer, to outftrip the wiiid. 
When one before him runs, and one he hears behind* 
X.ove, when extind, fufpicions may revive ; 
I own, when mine's fecure, 'tis fcarce alive. 

S 3 Yet 
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Yet one precaution to this ruk befoDgs ; 
Let «8 at moll fufpe^, not prove our •wrongs. 
Sometimes, yoiw lover to incite tke m&Ki 
Pretend your hufband^s "fpics befct tlic door-:- 
Though free as ThiMB, ftiil a«ea « (n^. 
For feeming danger fceigfrtens the ^lig4it. 
Oft let the yoi«h m througiK yerar ^^dew Ileal, 
Though he might enter at the door as weM$ 
And fometimes let yoHr maid ftwprtfe prdtend, 
And beg you in feme hoJe to Iwdc your friend. 
Yet ever and anon -difpel his fear. 
And let him tafte of happinels finocre ; 
Left, quite difheartcn'd with too muc^ fetiguey 
He fhould grow weary of the duU intrigue. 

But I forget to tell how you may try 
Both to evade the hulband, and the fpy. 

That wives fhould of tlieir hufbatids ftand in awC| 
Agrees with juftice, modefty, and law : 
But that a miftrefs may be lawful prize. 
None but her keeper, I am fure, denies : 
For fuch fair nymphs thefe precepts are defignM^ 
Which ne'er -can fail, join'd with a wifling mind. 
Though ftuck with Argus* eyes your keeper were, 
Advis'd by me, you ihall ekide his care. 

When you to wafh or bathe retire from iijjht, 
Can he obferve what letters then you write ? 
Or, can his caution againft fuch provide. 
Which, in her breaft, your coniideiit may hide? 
Can he the note beneath her garter view. 

Or that, which, more concealed, is in her flioe ? 

Yet, 
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Tet> thdTe peiiceiy'd» you may ber back vadrdt) 
Andy writing on her flcin, your mind expnefs. 
New milky or pointed fpires of flax, when greeny 
Will ink fupply, and letters maik unseen : 
Fair will the paper ihew, nor can be ready 
Till all the writing's with warm alhes Ipread. 

Acrifius wasy with all his caiCy betray'd ; 
And in his tower of br^fs a,grandiiremade. 

Can fpies availy when you to plays reforty 
Or in the Circus view the noble fport ? 
Ory can you be to Ifis' fane purfuedy 
Or Cybek'sy whofe rites all men exclude t 
Though watchful fervants to the bagnio come* 
They're ne'er admitted to the bathing room. 
Or when fome fudden ficknefs you pretendy 
May you not take to your fick-bed a friend ? 
Falfe keys a private paflage may pcocurcy 
If noty there are more ways befides the door. 
Sometimesy with wincy your watchful follower treaty 
"When drunk, you nuiy with eafe his. care defeat ; 
Ory to prevent too fudden a furprifey 
Prepare a fleeping draught to feal his eyes : . 
Or let your maid, ftiU longer time to.gsuoy . 
An inclination for liis perfon feign ; 
With faint reiiflance kt her drill him on^ 
Andy after competent debysy be won. . 

But what need all theie various doubtful wiles» 
Since gold the greateil vigilance beguiles ? 
Believe me, men and gods with gifts are pleas'd ; 
Ev'n angry Jove with offerings is appeas'd. 

g ^' Witk 
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With prefentS) fools and wife alike are caught^ 
Give but enough, the hufband may be bought. 
But let me warn you, when you bribe a fpy. 
That you for ever his conniTance buy ; 
Pay him his price at once, for with fuch men 
Youll know no end of giving now and then. 

Once, I remember, I with caufe compbin'd 
Of jealoufy, occafion'd by a &iend : 
Believe me, apprehenfions of that kind 
Are not alone to our falfe fez confinM. 
Truft not too far your fhe-companion's truth. 
Left (he fometimes (hould intercept the youth : 
The very confident that lends the bed. 
May entertain your lover in yomr ftead ; 
Nor keep a feirvant with too ^r a face, 
For fuch I've known fupply her lady's place. 

But whither do I run with heedlefs rage» 
Teaching the foe unequal war to wage f 
Did «ver bird the fowler's net prepare ? 
Was ever hound inflrufted by the have ? 
But, all felf-ends and intereft fet apart, 
I'll faithfully proceed to teach my art : 
Defencelefs and unarm'd, expofe my life. 
And £oT the Lemnian ladies whet the knife. 

Perpetual fondnefs of your lover feign. 
Nor will you find it hard, belief to gain ; 
Full of himfelf, he your deiign will aid. 
To what we wifli, 'tis eafy to perfuade. 
With dying eyes his face and form furvey, 
Then figh| and wonder he fo long could ftay. 



Now 
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^ow drop a tear your forrows to afiuage, 

AnoB reproach him, and pretend to rage : 

^uch prodfs as thefe will all diftruft remove. 

And make him pity your exceffive love« 

Scarce to himfelf will he forbear to cry, 

'** How can I let this poor fond creature die ?*• 

But chiefly one, fuch fond behaviour fires, 

Who courts his glafs, and his own charms admires. 

Proud of the homage to his merit done. 

He'll think a goddefs might with eafe be won. 

Light wrongs, be fure, you flill with mildnefs bear. 
Nor ftraight fly out, when you a rival fear : 
i.et not your pailion o'er your fenfe prevail^ 
Nor credit lighdy every idle tale, 
^et Procris' fate a fad example be 
Of what eflFefts attend creduHty* 

Near where his purple head Hymettus fliows. 
And flowering hills, a facred fountain flows ; 
With foft and verdant turf the foil is fpread, 
And fweetly-fmelling fhrubs the ground o'erihade. 
There ^"oOemary and bay their odours join. 
And with the. fragrant myrtle's fccnt combine. 
The tamariflcs with thick^leavM box are found. 
And cytiiTus and garden-pines abound : 
While through the boughs foft winds of Zephyr pafs, 
TrcRkble the leaves, and tender tops of grais. 
Hither would Cephalus retreat to reft, 
When tir'd with hunting, or with heat oppreft ; 
And thus to Air the panting youth would pray, 
**< Come, gentle Aura, come, this heat allay." 
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But fome tale4)earing, too oiRcioiu friend^ 
By chance o'eiiieanl him, a« he thug complain'd f 
Who with the news to Procris ^ick repair^. 
Repeating word for wopd whift ihe had heanL 
Soon as the name of Axxol reachM her ears. 
With jealbvfy furpris'd, «ad fsunting fbassy 
Her rofy cokMU- fled her lovely fecc, 
And agonies, like death, fupply'd the place :. 
Pale flie appeared m are the falling leares. 
When firft the vine the winter's Uaft receives*- 
Of ripea'd quinces, fuch the yellow hue. 
Or, when ttmipe, we corDel-berries view. 
Reviving from her fwoon, her robes (he tore. 
Nor her own faultlefs face to wound fodbore^. 
Now all diihevelPd, to the wood (he flies. 
With Bacchanalian fury in her eyes. 
Thither arrived, fhe leaves below her friends^ 
And all alone the fliady hill afcends. 
What folly, Procris, o'er thy mind prevail'd ? 
What rage thus fatally to lie concealed ? 
Whoe'er this Aura be (fuch was thy thought)^ 
She now (hall in the very faA be caught. 
Anon, thy heart repents its rafh defigns. 
And now to go, and now to ftay inclines : 
Thus love with doubts peiplexes ftill thy mind, 
And makes thee feek what thou muft dread to iini 
But flill thy rival's name rings in thy ears. 
And more fufpicious ftill the jdace appears ; 
But more than all, exceffive love deceives, 
Which all it fearft, t-oo e^^^-"} \ji^\ics<». 
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And nofw a dulnefr rttna through evciy Teui^ 
Soon as (he ikw vthoK Ctf^Uus had km. 
'Tv^s nooRy whea he agaM petir'd^ to ihua 
The fcorchiB^ ardour of the nid-day fua :. 
With water firft he fpiiakled o^er his £ux» 
w hich glowM wkh heatyt^xn fought his ufual place.. 
^ix>cri8, with anxtoQs, but wkh filent care^ 
V'iew'd him extended^ with hts hofom bare; 
And heard kim ibon th'accuftom'd wonds repeflt^ 
** Com^ 21eph7r ; Aura, con« ; allay dits haX t** 
^oon as fhe found her error, from the word) 
*i€r colour and her temper were reflor*d. 
^V'ith joy (he rofe to dafp him in her armSy 
^ut Cephalus, the niftling noife akrms| 
^ome beaft he thinks he in the bufhes hears, 
*^.nd ilrait his arrows and his bow prepares. 

* Hold, hold, unhi^py youth i^-— 1 caH in vain, 
^Vith thy own hand thou haft thy Procris flain. 

* Me, me ((he cries) thou'ft wounded with thy dart! 

* But Cephalus was wont to wound this heart. 
^' Yet lighter on my a(he8 earth will lie, 

^ ' Since, though untimely, I unrivalled die : 

^ * Come, clofe with thy dear hand my eyes in death, 

^* Jealous of Air, to Air I yield my breath.** 

Clofe to his heavy heart her cheek he laid, 

And wa(h -d, with ftreaming tears, the wound he made j 

At length the fprings of life their currents, leave, 

And her lail gafp her hufband's lips receive. 

Now, to purfue our voyage we provide. 
Till fafc to port our weary bark we guide% 
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You may expef^ perhaps, I now (hould teadi 
What rules to treats and entertainments reach* 
Come not the firft, invited to a feaft ; 
Rather come laft» as a more grateful gueft. 
Por that, of which we fear to be depriv'dy 
Meets witli the fureft welcome when arrived. 
Befides, complexions of a coarier kind 
Prom candle-light no fmall advantage find. 
During the time you eat obferve fomc grace. 
Nor let )'our unwip'd hands befmear your face ; 
Nor yet too fqueamiiWy your meat avoid. 
Left we fufpedl you were in private cloy'd. 
Of all extremes in either kind beware. 
And ftill before your belly's full forbear. 
No glutton-nymph, however fair, can wound. 
Though more than Helen (he in charms abound. 

I own, I think, of wine the moderate ufe 
More fuits the fex, and fooner finds excufe ; 
It .warms the blood, adds luftre to the eyes. 
And wine and love Jiavc always been allies. 
But carefully from all intemperance keep. 
Nor drink till you fee double, lifp, or ileep. 
For in fuch ileeps brutalities are done. 
Which, though you Joathe, you have no powerto ftun. 

And now th' inftrufted nymph from table ledf 
Sl^uld Jiext be taught how to behave in bed. 
But modefty forbids : nor more« my Mufe 
With weary wings the labour'd flight purfues ; 
Her purple fwans unyok'd the chariot leave. 
And needful reft {their journey done) receive. 

Thu 
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Thus, with impartial care, my art I fhow, 
JV^nd equal arms on either fex beflow : 
"^Vhile men and maids, who by my rules improifey. 
^)vid muft own their mailer is in lave^ 



o F 



N G. 



AN EP18TLB TO 

SIR RICHARD TEMPLE. 

^T^IS ftrange> dear Temple, how it comes to 

-*• That no one man is pleasM with what he has. 
So Horace fmgs — and Aire as ftrange is this, 
xThat no one man^s difpleasM with what he is. 
T^c fboUfh, ugly, dull, impertinent, 
-A.re with their perfons and their parts content. 
^or is that all, fo odd a thing is man, 
lie mofl would be what leafl he (hould or can* 
Jience, homely faces ftiU are foremoft feen, 
-And crofs-fhap'd fops alFed the niceft nuen } 
towards extol true courage to the ikies, 
-And fools are ilill moft forward to advife ; 
rrh* untruiled wretch to fccrefy pretends, 
'VThifpering his nothing round to all as friends. 
X>ull rogues affedl the politician's part, 
J\.nd learn to nod, and fmile, and ihrug with art 
^Who nothing has to lofe, the war bewails, 
Jind he who nothing pays, at taxes rails. 

Thus 
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Thus man perfcrfc agabft pbin mtovt ftriim. 
And to be artfuUj abfiird oontm^Sb 
Plautiw will daDCC» Ltifcns at ogling airns^ 
Old Tritus keeps, a»d lUKkmc Probua gasiet. 
Noifome CurciUio, whofe envenomed breath. 
Though at a diftancc utter*d, threatens death. 
Full in your teeth his (linking whifper throws ; 
Nor mends his manners, though you hold your notii 
Therfites, who feems bom to give oflFence, 
From uncouth form, and frontlefs impudence, 
Affumes foft airs, and with a flur comes in, 
Attempts a fmile, and fhocks you with a grin. 
Raucus hsuranguea with a diffuaiwe grace. 
And EU:Uua invites with a foibidding face. 

Nature to each allots his proper fphere. 
But, that fovfakeii, we like comets err ; 
Tofs'd through the void, by CwncrudelhockweVehrokci 
And all her boailed fire is Icdl ia fmoke. 

Next to obtaining wealth, or power, or eafe^ 
Men moft af£e£k in general to pkafc ; 
Of this affedion vaaity^ the iburce. 
And vanity alone obftru^s its courie ; 
That telefcope of fools, through which they fpy 
Merit remote, and think the obje^ nigh. 
The glafs remov'd, would each himfelf furvey. 
And in juA icales his ijbreogth and weakuefs wcig^ 
Purfue the path for which he wa& deiign'd> 
And to his proper force ad^)t his mind ; 
Scarce one but to ibme merit might pretend. 
Perhaps might p\e^^, 9X U^& >KQuLd not offend. 



t) F P LS A S Ilff a «7^ 

"Who would reprof e ns while ke aubn m luigli» 

Mufl be no B«vius, but a BkkerftaSL 

If Garth> or Ka<^unor«, foeodly potions gire^ 

We bid the dyisg patient drink tad lite^ 

When Mums comes, we cry, " Bewnre the p3i j** 

And wifh the tiadefmaa were a tiade&iia» ftiH« 

If Addifon, or Rowe» ©f Prior write» 

We ftudy them with profit and delight : 

But when vik Macer and MundnngiM rhymey 

We grieve we've learnt ta re«d> ay» curfe the tixn^ 

All rules of pleafmg in this one unite» 

** AfFcdl not any thing in Nature's i^ile.*' 

Baboons and apes ridiculous we find ; 

For what I For ill-refembling human^kind* 

** None are, for being what they are, in fasJtt 

*•* But for not being what they wotiU be thought.** ' 

Thus I, dear friend, to you my thoi^bts inapart« 
As to one periled in the pleafing art ;. 
If art it may be called in you, who feem 
By Nature formM for love, and for efteen.. 
ASef^ing none, all virtues y«u pcfkfs. 
And really are what others but {Ht)lei8« 
I'll not offend you, while myfdf I pleafe ; 
I loathe to flatter, though I love to praise. 
But when fuch early worth £» bright appears^ 
And antedates the fame whieh waito on years ^ 
I can't £» flupidly affie^ed prove. 
Not to confefs it in the man I love* 
^Though now I aim not at that known appkufe 
Tou've woB in arms, and ia your country's caufe \ 
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Kor f»atriot now, nor hero I coinmeiidy "^ 

But the companion praife^ and boaft the friend. 

But you vnxy think, and fome, lefs partial, faf 
That I prefume too much in this eflay. 
How ihould I (how vrhzt pleafes I How explain 
A rulcf to which I never could attain ^ 
To this objeAion, I'll make no reply. 
But tell a tale, which, after, we'll' apply. 

I've read, or heard, a learned perfon once 
(GdncemM to find his- only fon a dunce) 
Compos'd a book in favour of the lad, 
Whofe memory, it feems, was very bad. 
This work contain'd a world of wholefome rules,. 
To help the frailty of forgetful fools^ 
The careful parent laid the treatife by. 
Tin time fhould make it proper to apply. 
Simon„ at length, the look'd-for age attains^ 
To read and profit by his father's pains ; 
And now the ftre prepares the book t' imparti- 
Which was. yclept. Of Memory the* Art.. 
But ah ! how oft is human care in vain ! 
For, now he could not find his book again*. 
The place where he had laid it he forgot. 
Nor could himfelf remember what he wrotei^ 

Now to apply the ftory that I tell. 
Which, if not true, is yet invented well; 
Such is my cafe : like moft of theirs who teach ; 
I ill may pra£^ife what I well may preach. 
Myfelf not trying, or not turn'd to pleafe. 
May lay the line, and meafure out the ways. 

The 
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The Mulciben, who in the Minories fweat, 

And mafiive bars on ftubborn anvils beat» 

DcformM themfelvcs, yet forge thofe ftays of fteel. 

Which arm Aurelia with a (hape to kill. 

So Macer and Mundungus fchool the times. 

And write in fugged profe the rules of fofter rhymes. 

"Well do they play the careful critic's part, 

Inftrufting doubly by their matchlefs art : 

Rules for good verfe they firft with pains indite. 

Then fliew us what are bad by what they write. 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 
LORD VISCOUNT COBHAM, 17*9. 

** Albi fermonum noftrorum candide judex.** 

r INCEREST critic of my profe or rhyme, 
^ Tell how thy pleafing Stowe employs thy time* 
Say, Cobham, what amufes thy retreat ? 
Or ftratagems of war, or fchemes of ftate ? 
Doft thou recal to mind with joy, or grief. 
Great Marlborough's ad^ions ; that immortal chief, 
Whofe flighted trophy raisM in each campaign. 
More than fuffic'd to (ignalize a reign ? 
I3oes thy remembrance rifing warm thy heart 
With glory paft, where thou thyfelf hadft part ? 
Or doft thou griere indignant now to fee 
The fruitlefs end of all thy viAory ; 
Vol. XXXIV- T To 
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To fee th' audacious foe, fb late fubdued^ 

Difpute thofe terms for which fo long they fufid^ 

As if Britannia now were funk fo low. 

To beg that peace (he wonted to beftow ? 

Be far that guilt ! be nev.er known that (hamc'! 

That England fhould retra£l her rightful claimy 

Or, cealing to be dreaded and ador'd. 

Stain with her pen the luftre of her fword* 

Or deft thou give the winds afar to blow 

Each ^wcxing thought, and heart-devouring woe. 

And fix thy mind alone on rural fcenes ; 

To turn the levell'd lawns to liquid plains. 

To raife the creeping rills from humble beds. 

And force the latent fprings to lift their heads, 

On watery columns, capitals to rear. 

That mix their flowing curls wi A upper air ? 

Or doft thou, weary grown, thefe works negleft, 

No temples, ftatues, obelifks, ereft. 

But cs^tch the morning, breeze from fragr^ant meadt? 

Or fhun die noontide ray ia wholefbme ibad^? 

Or flowly walk alpng the mazy wood. 

To meditate oa all that's wife and good ? 

For nature, bountiful, in thee has join'd 

A peribo pleafing with a worthy mind; 

Not given thee form alone* but means, and art, 

To draw the eye, or to ajlure the heart. 

Poor were the praife in fortune to excel. 

Yet want the way to ufe that fortune well. 

While thus adom'd, while thus with virtue crown'd, 

At home in peace, abroad in arms jcnown'd ; 

2 Gr?cf- 
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rraceful in form, and winnlog in ad^fs; 

Vhik wcH 70U thiok, wbs^t siptiy you cxprefi; 

^ith health, with h<MaK>ii»i, with a fsuf eftate, 

I table free, and doquefntly Qea(t> 

Vliat can 1»e added tnore to mortal blifs ? 

Vhat cafi he want who. ftands poifeft of this ? 

Vhat cap the fondeil wifliing mother moro 

Df heaven attentive for her fon implore I 

\nd yet a hap^nefs remains uol^iowB, 

Dr to philofophy reveal'd alone ; 

fi. precept, which, unpra6lis'd, renders vain 

Thy flowing hopes, and pleafure turns to pain* 

Should hope and fear thy heart alternate tear, 

Dr love, OF hate, t>r rage, or anxious care, 

iVhatevcr paffions may thy mind infeft, 

Where is that mind which paffions ne'er moleft ?) 

\midft the pangs of fuch inteftine ftrife, 

kin think the prefect day the laft of life ; 

Defer not till to-morrow to be wife, 

To-morrow's fun to thee may never rife. 

Dr fhould to-morrow chance to cheer thy fight 

With her enlivening and unlook'd-for light, 

How grateful will appear her (kwning rays } 

As favours unexpe^ed doubly pleafe. 

Who thus can think, and who fuch thoughts purfl)e9» 

Content may keep his life, or caknly lole : 

All proofs of this thou may*ft thyfctf recem^ 

When leifure fiom aifmrs will give thcc leave. 

Come, fee thy friedd, retirM without vegrety 

Forgetting care, or ftriving to forget | 

T 2 la 
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In eafy contemplation foothing time 

With morals much, and now and then with rhyme : 

Not fo robuft in body, a» in mind. 

And always undeje£iedy though decHnM ; 

Not wondering at the world's new wkked ways,. 

Compared with thofe of our Ibre-fethera days ^ 

For virtue now is neither more or lefe, 

And vice is only varied in the drefs. 

Believe it, men have ever been the fame» 

And all the golden age is but a dreaou 



WRITTEN AT TUNBRIDGE WELLSy 
O N 

MISS TEMPLE, 

AFTERWARJD^ LADY OF SIR THOMAS LYTTELTOIk 

T E A VE» leave the drawing-room, 

•*"^ Where flowers of beauty us'd to bloom ; 

The nymph that's fated to o'ercome. 

Now triumphs at the welk. 
Her fhape, and air, and eyes. 
Her face, the gay, the grave, the wife. 
The beau, in fpite of box and dice. 

Acknowledge, all excels. 

C<afc 



ON MISS TEMPLE. tyt 

Ceafey ceafe, tq afk her Rame» 
The crowned Mufe's nobleft theme, 
Whofe glory by imiliortal fame 

Shall only founded be. 
But if you long to know. 
Then look round yonder dazzling row; 
Who moft does like au angel fhow. 

You may be fure 'tis (he* 

See near thofe facred fpripgs. 
Which cure to fell difeafes brings, 
(Ab ancient fame of Ida fings) 

Three goddeffes appear ! 
Wealth, glory, two poffeft ; 
The third with charming beauty bleft. 
So fair, that heaven and earth confefl 
She conquer'd every where. 

Like her, this charmer now 
Makes every love-fick gazer bow ; 
Nay, even old age her power allow. 

And banifh'd flames recall. 
Wealth can no trophy rear. 
Nor glory now the garland wear : 
To beauty every Paris here 

Devotes the golden ball* 
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E P I G It AM 

ON T H k 

SICKNESS OF MADAM MOHUK^ ANE 
MR. CO^(^R£r£» 

/^NE fatal day^ a fyitipbtketic &« 
^^ Selz'd him that writ> and her that did m^rtf 
Mohun, the Mufes thcmcy their mafter Cbngrevei 
Beauty and witf had like to 've4aia ia one giaw^ 
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A 

PINDARIC ODE 

HUMBLY OFFERED TO THE 

Q^ U E EN, 

.ON T H ■ 

VICTORIOUS PROGRESS OF HER MAJE8TY*S ARM'S 

UNDER THE CONDUCT OF THE DVKS OF 

MARLBOROUGH. 

TO WHICH IS PREFIXXO» 

A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC ODE* 

** — Operofa parvus 

*< Carmina fingo." HoR. Lib. iv. Ode «♦ 



A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC ODE. 

^TPHE following Ode Is an attempt towards reftoring 
■*• the regularity of the ancient Lyric Poetry, which 
feelns to be altogether forgotten or unknown by our 
Englifh writer?. 

There is nothing more frequent among us, than a 

fort of poems intituled Pindaric Odes ^ pretending to 

T4 be 
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be written in imitation of the manner and ftyle of Pifl- 
dar, and yet I do not know that there is to this day 
extant in our language, one Ode contrived after his 
model. What idea can an Englifh reader have of 
Pindar (to whofe mouth, when a child, the bees 
brought their honey, in omen of the future fwcctnefs 
and melody of his fongs) when he fhall fee fuch 
rumbling and grating papers of verfes, pretending to 
be copies of his works ? 

The charafter of thefe late Pindarics is, a bundle 
of rambling incoherent thoughts, expreffed in a lite 
parcel of irregular llanzas, which alfo confift of fuch 
another complication of difproportioned, uncertain, and 
perplexed verfes and rhymes. And I appeal to any 
reader, if this is not the condition in which thefe 
titular Odes appear. 

On the contrary, there is nothing more regular than 
the Odes of Pindar, both as to the exadk obfervation of 
the - meafures and numbers of his ilanzas and verfes, 
and the perpetual coherence of his thoughts. For 
though his digreifions are frequent, and his tranfitions 
fudden, yet is there ever fome fecret connexion, which, 
though not always appearing to the eye, never fails to 
communicate itfelf to the underftanding of the reader. 

The liberty which he took in his numbers, and 
which has been fo mifunderftood and mifapplied by his 
pretended imitators, was only in varying the fbmzas In 
different Odes ; but in each particular Ode they are 
ever correfpondent one to another in their tums^ and 
according to the order of the Ode. 
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All the Odes of Pindar which remain to us, are fongt 
%£ triumph, vidory, or fuccefe, in the Grecian grames : 
they were fung by a chorus, and adapted to the lyre^ 
and fometimes to the lyre and pipe ; they confided 
ofteneft of three ftanzas ; the firft was called the Strophe, 
from the verfion or circular motion of the fingers in 
that ftanza fix)m the right hand to the left. The fecond 
ftanza was called the Antiftrophe, from the contraver- 
fion of the chonts ; the fingers, in performing that, 
tumiRg from the left hand to the right, contrary ali^'ays 
to their motion in the Strophe. The third ftanza was 
called the Epode (it^may be as being the after-fong), 
which they fung in the middle, neither turning to one 
hand nor thf other. 

What the origin was of thefe diflferent motions and 
ftations in finging their Odes, is not our prefent bufinefs 
to inquire. Some have thought that, by the contrariety 
of the Strophe and Antiftrophc, they intended to repre- 
fent the contrarotation of the Primum Mobile, in re- 
fpc6t of the Secunda Mobilia ; and that, by their ttand- 
ing ftill at the Epode, they meant to fignify the ftability 
of the earth. Others afcribe the inftitution to Thefeus, 
who thereby cxprefled the windings and turnings of 
the labyrinth, in celebrating his return from thence. 

The method obfcrved in the compofition of thefe 
Odes, was therefore as follows : The poet having made 
choice of a certain number of verfes to conftitute his 
Strophe or firft ftanza, was obliged to obferve the fame 
in his Antiftrophc, or fecond ftanza ; and which accord- 
ingly perpetually agreed whenever repeated, both in 

number 
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ntflnber of verfes and quantity of £ett : k^ am then 
tgain at liberty to make a new choice for kis thii^ 
ibuiza^ or Epode ; where, accordingly, he -^vaiiM 
hie numben, as hia ear or fancy kd him : con^fiqg 
that ftanza of iliore or fewer verfes than the fbrnKnr, and 
thofe verfes of different meafures and quantities, ibr 
the greater variety of harmony, and entertainment of 
the ear. 

But then diia Epode being thus ^>rmed, he was 
ftriAly obHged to the fame meafure as often as he 
fhould repeat it in the order of his -Ode, fo diat eveiy 
Epode in the fame Ode is eternally the fame in mea* 
fure and quantity, in rrfpeffc to itfelf ; as is alfo eVeiy 
Strophe and Antiftrophe, in refpedlt to eagh other. 

The lyric poet Stefichoms (whom Longimis reckons 
amongfl the ableft imitators of Homer, and of whom 
QuintiHan fays, that if he could have kept withia 
bounds, he would have been neareft of any body, ia 
merit, to Hotner) was, if not the inventer of this order 
in the Ode, yet fo ftri6k an dbferver of it in his com* 
pofitions, that the three flanzas of Stefichoms became 
a common proverb to exprefs a thing univerfaHy 
known, ** ne tria quidem Stelichori n6fti ;'* fo tbat 
when any one had a mind to reproach ahodier wfth ex* 
ceffive ignorance, he could not do it more effedually 
than by telling him, ** he did not fo much as know the 
** three ftantaas of Stefichorus ;" that is, did not know 
that an Ode ought to confift of a Stroph6^ an Anti* 
ftroph^, and an Epode. If this was fuch a mark c^ 
ignorance among them, I «m fore we luwc been pretty 

long 
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ioi^ Kalde to tihe fan^ reproof; I meaa, in rd^>e& oT 
bur iiii!t«ticm« of the Odes of Pindar» 

My intentidR h not to make a long IVefaee to k 
4hort Ode, nor to enter tipon a diflfertation of Lyric 
Poetry in general : but thus much I thought proper ta 
fiiy^ fcjir the information of thofe readers whofe courfe 
t>f ftudy has not led them roto fnch inquiries* 

I hc^ I ihall not be fo mifunderftood^ as to hate it 
thought that i fyretend to give an exa€t co^y of Pindar 
in this enfinng Ode ;. or that I look upon it a&a pattern 
for hfsinutators for the futtare i for from fuoh thoughts 4 
I have only given an inftanoe of what is pradicable^ 
and am fenfible that I am. as difbant from the force and 
elevation of Pindarri as otheifs have hitherto been from 
the harmony and regulatity of his numbers.. 

Again, we having no chorus to fing our Odte, the 
titles, as well as ufe of Strophe, Antifttoph^ and 
£pode, are obfokte and impertinent.^ and certainly 
there may be very good Englifh Odes, without the dif- 
tin6lion of Greek aj^llations to their fbanzas. That 
I have mentioned them here, and obferved the order of 
iheim in the enfuing Ode, is therefore only the tnore in* 
telligibly to explain the extraordinary regularity of the 
compofition of thefe Odes, which have been reprefented 
to us hitherto, as the moft confofed ftru^fcures in 
nature. 

However, though there be no neceffity that our 
triumphal Odes (hould confift of the three afore-men«> 
tioned ftanzas 5 yet if the reader can obftfrve thtt thfc 
great variation (^ tibe lunbersia like tbki Ikanssa {<^ 

it 
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it Epode, or what you pleafe) has a pleaiing effe6k m 
the Ode, and makes him return to the firft and fecond 
ftanzas with more appetite than he could do, if always 
cloyed with the fame quantities and meafures ; I caih 
jiot fee why fome ufe may not be made of Pindar's ex- 
ample, to the great improvement of the Englifh Ode. 
There is certainly a pleafure in beholding any thing 
that has art and difficulty in the contrivance ; efpecialljr 
if it appears fo carefully executed, that the difficulty 
does not Aiew itfelf, till it is fought for ; and that the 
feeming eafiaefs <9f the work, firfl fets us upon the in- 
quiry^ Nothing can be called beautiful without pro- 
portion. When fymmetry and harmony are wanting* 
neither the eye nor the ear can be pleafed. Therefore 
certainly poetry, which includes painting and mufic, 
ihould not be deilitute of them ; and of all poetry, 
<fpecially the Ode« whofe end and eifence is harmony, 

Mr. Cowley, in his Preface to his Pindaric Odes, 
ipeaking of the mufic of nmnbers, fays, ** which fomc- 
** times (efpecially in Songs and Odes) almoft without 
" any thing elfe makes an excellent poet.*' 

Having mentioned Mr. Cowley, it may very well be 
€xpe6led, that fomething (hould be faid of him, at a 
time when the imitation of Pindar is the theme of our 
difcourfe. But there is that great deference due to the 
memory, great parts, and learning of that gentleman, 
that I think nothing fhould be objeded to the latitude 
lie has taken in his Pindaric Odes. The beauty of his 
verfes are an atonement for the irregularity of his 
ftanzas $ and though he did not imitate Pindar in the 

llrianefs 
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ftridinefs of his numbers, he haff very often happily cou- 
pled him in the force of his figures, and fublimity of 
his ftyle and fentiments. 

Yet I muft beg leave to add, that I believe thofe 
irregular Odes of Mr. Cowley may have been the prin- 
cipal, though innocent, occafion of fo many deformed 
poems fince, which, inftead of being true piAures of 
Pindar, have (to ufe the Italian painters term). been 
only caricatures of him, refemblances that for the moft 
part have been either horrid or ridiculous. 

For my own part, I frankly own my error in having 
heretofore mifcalled a few irregular ftanzas a Pindaric 
Ode ; and poflibly, if others, who have been under the 
fame miftake, would ingenuoufly confefs the truth, they 
might own that, never having confulted Pindar himfelf^ 
they took all his irregularity upon truft ; and, finding 
their account in the great eafe with which they could 
produce Odes without being obliged cither to meafure 
or defign, remained fatisfied ; and, it may be, were not 
altogether unwiUing to negleft being undeceived. 

Though there be Httle (if any thing) left of Or- 
pheus but his name, yet, if I^ufanias was well informed, 
we may be affured that brevity was a beauty which he 
moft induftrioufly laboured to preferve in his Hymns» 
notwithftanding, as the fame author reports^ th«t they 
were but few in number. 

The fhortnefs of the following Ode will, I hope* 
atone for the length of the Prefecc, and in fome mea- 
fure for the defedU which may be found in it. It 
coniifts of the feme number of ftanaas with that beau- 
tiful 
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tifiil Ode of Pindar, which is the firft of hk Pythics*, 
and though I was unal>le to imitate him in any other 
"beauty, I refolved to endeavour to copy his brevity, 
and take the advantage of a remark he has made in the 
laft Strophe of the fimc Ode; which take in the 
paraphrafe of Sudorius. 

** Qui multa paucis ftringere commode 

** Novere, morfus hi facile iavidos 

** Spernunt, & auris ipenfque pura 

♦* Qmne fupervacuum rge^Ut.** 

ODE. 

L 

T\ AUGHTER of Memory, injmortd Mufe, 
"^-^ CaDiopc; wh«t poet wilt thou choofct 
Of Anna's name, to fing ? 
To whom w3t thou thy fire impart^ 
Thy lyre,, thy voice, apd tuneful art ; 
Whoga rajfe ftiblime on thy aethjeregj wipg, 
And coafecrate with dewa of thy Cailalian fpring I 

WithoUft thy aid, the. ^iqft afpiring mind 
Muft iiag beneath/ to i^rrgw ftightd cgnfia'di 
Striving to rife in vain : 
Nor cj'qt c^ hope with, equ^l lays 
To c^brate brigiit Virtue;:'^ praife. 
Thy aid obt^jnMy ev'n I, t&^ humbleft fwaipy 
ifby ^Ijmbt f'mrm Wghth wi quit; the. Ipwjy plain, 

III. High 
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III; 
High in th^ ftarry orb i$ liung^ 

And next Alcides' guiwdia^ ann, 
Th^ ba^ Xo which thy Ojrpheua fiujg, 

WhQ,wQpd^.aadro(;k8^.and winds, cou]4f charm % 
That harp which on Cyllenq's (ha4y hiU^ 
When firft th^ vocal (hpH \R&fQun4t. 

With more than n^Qrt^ (kill 
Inventer Hermes taught to found; 
Hermes on bright I,«atOB«^'8 U^n^ 
By fweet perfu^fion W0Q» 
The wondrous wor); beftow'd ;. 

Latona's knUf to thlve 
Indulgent, ga^e th< gift diviije : 
A god. tk« gi&9 a god th' invei^tioa, (how'di. 

To that high-ibunding lyre I tune my ^sfalm ; 
A lower note his lofty fong diiijuins 
Who iings of Anna*8 namew 
The lyre is ftruck ! the founds I hoarl 
O Mufe, propitious to my prayer 1 
O well-knowH founds ! O Melody, the tame 
That kindled Mantuan fire, and rais'd Mceonian ftame* 
IL 
Nor are thefe founds to Britifh bards unknown. 
Or fparingly reveal'd to one alone : 
Witnefs fweet Spenfer's lays ; 
And witnefs that immortal fong, 
As Spcnfer fweet, as Milton ftrong. 
Which humble Boyne o'er Tiber's flood could raijfe. 
And mighty William fmg with well-proportion'd praife. 
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IIL 
Rifcy fair Augufby lift thy head, 

With golden towers thy front adorn ; 
Come forth) as comes from 'Hthon's bed 
With cheerful ray the ruddy mom. 
Thy lovely form, and frefh-reviving ftate. 
In cryftal flood of Thames furvey ; 

Then blefs thy better fate, 
Blefs Anna's moft aufpicious fway. 
While diftant realms and neighbouring lands^ 
Arm'd troops and hoftile bands 
On every fide moleft, 

Thy happier clime is free. 
Fair Capital of Liberty ! 
And plenty knows, and days of halcyon reft* 

I. 
As Britain's ifle, when old vex'd Ocean roars^ 
Unfliaken fees againfl her filver ihores 
His foaming billows beat ; 
So Britain's Queen, amidft the jars 
And tumults of a world in wars, 
Fix'd on the bafe of her well-founded fiate, 
Serene and fafe looks down, nor feels the fhocks of £ite* 
II. 
But greateft fouls, though bleft with fweet repofe, 
Are fooneft touch'd with fenfe of others woes. 
Thus Anna's mighty mind. 
To mercy and foft pity prone. 
And mov*d with forrow? not her own. 
Has all her peace and downy reft refigrn'd. 
To wake for common good^ and fuccour human-kind' 

WL flh 
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III. 
Fly, tyranny ; no more be known 
Within Europa's blifsful bound ; 
Far as th' unhabitable zone 
Fly every hofpitable ground. 
To horrid Zembla's frozen realms repair^ 
There with the baleful beldam. Nighty 

Unpeopled empire (hare. 
And rob thofe lands of legal right. 
For now is come the promis'd hour> 
When JufUce (hall have power ;. 
Juftice to earth reftor*d I 
Again Aflrea reigns !. 
Anna her equal £cale maintainvy 
And Marlborough, wields her fure-dedding fword. 

L' 
Now,, couldft thou- fbar, my Mufe, to ling the man/ 
la heights fublime, as when the Mantuan fwan- 
Her towering pinions ^ead ; 
Thou (houldll of Marlborough fing, whofe hand 
Unerring from liis Queen'a command,. 
Far as the feven-mouth^^dlfler's fecret head, 
To.&ve th' Imperiah ilate, her hardy Britons led. 

II. 
Nor there thy fong ihould end ^ though all the Nine 
Might well their harps »id heavenly voices jpin. 
To fing diat gloriouft day. 
When bold Bavaria fled the field, 
And veteran Gauls, unusM to yields 
On Blenheim'sr. plain imploring mercy lay ;• 
Andi(K>ils and trophies won, .perplex'd the vigor's way.. 
Vol. XXXIV. U \lV^>^v 



III. 
But could thy toicc of Blenheim fing. 
And with fu^cefe that^ong purfue ; 
What art could aid thy Wearied wing 
To keep the viftor ftlU in view ? 
Tor as the fun ne^er ftops his radiant iiglit» 
Nor fets but with impartial ray. 

To all who want his light 
Alternately transfers the day : 
So in the glorious round of fame. 
Great Marlbofough, ftill the fams, 
Inceflant runs his courfe : 

To climes remote and near 
His conquering arms by turns appeal^ 
And univerfal is his sud and foree. 

I- 

Attempt not to proceed, uowaiy Miilisy 
For O ! what notes, what numbers could'ft thou choofe 
Though in all numbers iS^iU'd, 
To fing th« heroes matchlefs deed. 
Which Belgia fav'd, and Brabant freed ; 
To fing RamiUia's day ! to which muft yi^d 
Cannae'« illuftxious fight, and fkilM Pharfalii^'s field? 
11. 
In the Khoft courfe of a diurnal fun. 
Behold the work of many ages done ! 
What verfe fuch worth can raife ? 
ILuftre and life, tibe poet's art 
To middle virtue may impart ; 
But deeds fublime» exalted high like thefe, 
Tranfcendhisutmoft flight, and mock his diftant piw^ 

III. Still 
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III. 
Still would the willing Mufe afpircy 

With tranfport flill her ftrains prolong ; 
But fear unflrings the trembling lyre, 

And admiration ftops her fong. 
o on, gpredt chief, in Anna's caufe proceed ; 
Nor (heath the terrors of thy fword, 

Till Europe thou hail freed. 
And univerfal peace reftor*d. 
This mighty work when thou /halt end. 

Equal rewards attend, 

Of value £ar above 

Thy trophies and thy fpoils'; 

Rewards ev'n worthy of thy toils, 
he Queen's juft favour, and thy Country's love. 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 

EARL OF GODOLPHIN, 

LORD HIGH-TREASURER OF GREAT BRITAIN. 

PINDARIC ODE. 



u Qucmvis media cruc turM : 

<* Aut ob avaritiam, aut mifera ambitione laborat. 

'* Hunc capit argenti fplendor— 

** Hie mutat merces furgente a fole, ad cum quo 

** Vefpertina tepet regio : quin per mala pneceps 

« Fertur— — — — 

** Omnes hi metuunt verfus, odere poetas/' 

HOR. L. i. Sat 4* 

I. 

npO hazardous attempts and hardy toils 
-■■ Ambition feme excites ; 

And fome defire of martial fpoils 

To bloody fields Invites ; 
Others infatiate thirft of gain 
Provokes to tempt the dangerous main. 
To pafs the burning line> and bear 
Th' inclemency of winds, and feas^ and air ; 
Preffing the doubtful voyage till India's fhorc 
Her fpicy bofom bares^ and fpreads her fliining ore. 

II. Now 
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11. 
Nor widows tearsy nor tender orphans crieSf 
Can ftop th' invader's force ; 
Nor fwelling feas, nor threatening ikies» 

Prevent the pirate's courfe : 
Their lives to felfifli ends decreed. 
Through blood or rapine they proceed ; 
No anxious thoughts of iD repute 
Sufpend th** impetuous and unjuit purfuit : 
But power and wealth obtain'd, guilty and great. 
Their fellow-creatures fears they raife, or urge their hate. 

IIL 

But not for thefe his ivory lyre 

Will tuneful Phccbus firing. 

Nor Polyhymnia crown'd amid the choir, 

Th' imznortal epode fmg. 
Thy fprings, Caftalia, turn their ftreams afide 

From rapine, avarice, and pride ; 
Nor do thy gp^ens, (hady Aonia, grow 
To bind with wreaths a tyrant's brow. 

I. 
How juft, mod mighty Jove, yet how fcvere. 
Is thy fupreme decree, 
That impious men fhall joykfs hear 

The Mufe's harmony I 
Their facred fongs, (the rccompcnfc 
Of virtue and of innocence) 
Which pious minds to rapture nufe» 
And worthy deeds at once excite ftnd pnufe,^ 

Us To 
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To guilty hearts afFord no tTnd relief; 
But add in^ammg rage, and more alBi6ting grief, 

II. 

MonHrous Typhoeus thus new terrors fill. 
He, who affail'd the ikies. 
And now beneath the burning hill 

Of dreadfid -ZEtna lies. 
Hearing the lyre's celeftial founds 
He bellows in th' abyfs profound ; 
Sicilia trembles at his roar,. 
Tremble the feas, and far Campania's fliorc ; 
While all his hundred mouths at once refpire 
Volumes of curling (moke, and floods of liquid fire; 

From heaven alone all good proceeds ;. 
To heavenly minds belong 
All power and love^ Godolphin, of g^d deed^ 

And fenfe of facred fong ! 
And thus moft pleafing are the Mufe's lays 

To them who merit moft her praife ; 
Wherefore, for thee her ivory lyre (he ftrings,. 
And foars with rapture while {he fings.^ 

Whether a&in of moft important weight 
Require thy aiding hand^ 
And Anna's caxife and Europe's fiite 

Thy ferious thoughts demand ; 
Whether thy days and Bights are fpent 
In caresy on puUic good intent ; 

2 Oi 
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Or whether kifure hourt Invite 
To manly fports, or to rcfin'd deUght ; 
In courts refiding, or to plains retir'd. 
Where generous fteeds conteft, with emuhtion fit'd 1 
II. 
Thee Sin (he feeks, and tuneful fings thy name> 
As once fhe Theron fung, 
While with the deathlcfs worthy's fame 

Olympian Pifa rung r 
Nor lefe fublime is now her choice^ 
Nor lefa infpir'd by thee her voice. 
And now fhe loves aloft to found 
The man for more than mortal deeds renown'd ; 
Varying anon her theme> (he takes delight 
The fwlftieerd horfe to praife, and fkig his rapid flight* 

III. 
And fee ! the air-born racers ftart^ 
Impatient of the rein ; 
Fafter they run than flies the Scythian dart, 

Nor, paifing, print the plain I 
The winds themfelvesy who with their fiwftncfs^ vie^ 

In vain their airy pinions ply ;; 
So far in matchlefs fpecd thy courfers pafs 
Th' sethersal authors of their race. 
I. 
And now awhile the wcD-ftrain^d courfeiu breathe p 
And now, my Mufe, prepare 
Of olive-leaves a twlfted wreatL 
To bind the vi£lor'a hair- 

U 4 Fal£is> 
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Pallas, in care of human-kind. 

The fruitful olive firft defign'd ; 

Deep in the glebe her fpear (he lanc'd. 
When all at once the laden boughs advanced : 
The Gods with wonder view*d the teeming earth, 
And ally with one confenty approved the beauteous birth. 

II. 

This done, earth-ftiaking Neptune next eflay^d, 
In bounty to the world. 
To emulate the blue-ey'd maid ^ 

And his huge trident hurl'd 
Againil the founding beach ^ the fboke 
Transfix'd the globe, and open broke 
The central earth, whence, fwift as light. 
Forth rufti'd the firft-bom horfe. Stupendous fight 1 
Neptune for human good the beail ordains. 
Whom foon he tam'd to ufe, and taught to bear the reins. 

III. 
Thus gods contended (noble ftrife. 
Worthy the heavenly mind ! ) 
Who moil fhould do to foften anxious life. 

And moil endear mankind. 
Thus thou, Godolphin, doil with Marlborough Ihive, 

From whofe joint toils we reft derive : 
Triumph in wars abroad his arm afiures, 
Sweet Peace at home thy care fecures. 
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A N 

IMPOSSIBLE THING. 

A TALE. 

T^O thee, dear Dick, this tale I fend, 
-^ Both as a critick and a friend. 
I tell it with fome variation 
(Not altogether a tranflation) 
From La Fontaine ; an author, Dick, 
Whofe Mufe woiild touch thee to the quick. 
The fubjed is of that fame kind. 
To which tliy heart feems moft inclined : 
How verfe may alter it, God knows ; 
Thou lov'ft it well, Pm fure, in profe. 
So, without preface, or pretence. 
To hold thee longer in fufpence, 
I (hall proceed, as I am able. 
To the recital of my hhlc. 

A goblin of the merry kind. 
More black of hue, than curft of mind. 
To help a lover in diilrefs, 
Contriv'd a charm with fuch fuccefs, 
Tliat in (hort fpace the crud dame 
Relented, and return^ his flame. 
The bargain, made betwixt them both. 
Was bound by honour and by oath : 
The lover laid down his falvation. 
And Satan ftak'd his reputation* 

The 
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The latter promis'd on his part 

(To ferve hia friend, and (hew his art)>. 

That nvadam {hovLi by twelve o'clock>^ 

Though hitherto as hard as rock. 

Become as gentle aa a gloTe, 

And kifs and coo like any dove. 

In fhortf the woman (hould be his» 

That is, upon condition— Viz. 

That he,, the lover, after tailing 

What one would wifh were everlalling^. 

Should, in return for fuch enjoyment. 

Supply the fiend with frefh employment : 

" That's all, quoth Pug ; my poor requeft 

** Is, only, never to have reft.. 

•* You thought, 'tis, like, with reafon too,.. 

** That I (houki have been ferv*d, not you :; 

** But what ? upon my friend impofe ! 

** No — though a devil, none of thofe^- 

•* Your buimefs then, pray underftand me, 

^ Is nothing more but to.conunand me. 

** Of one thing only let me warn ye ; 

** Which fomewhat nearly may concern ye t. 

** As foon as e'er one work is. done, 

** Strait name a new one ; and fo on.: 

" Let each to other quick fucceed, 

** Or el& — ^you know how 'tis agreed-— 

** For if through any hums or havrs^ 

** There haps an intervening paufe, 

** In which, for want of frcfli commands, 

•* Your flave obfequious idle ftands,. 

"Nor 
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•♦ Nor foul nor body ever more 

** Shall ferve the nymph whom you adore ;. 

<< But both be laid at Satan's feet» 

** To be difpo«'d as he thinks meet.** 

At once the lover all approves ; 
For who can hefitate that loves ? 
And thus he argues in. his thought : 
** Why, after ally I venture nought ; 
** What myftcry is ih commanding ? 
** Does that require much underilanding ?'. 
^ Indeed, wcr*t my part to obey,, 
*< He'd go ^e better of the lay : 
** But he muft do what I think fit — 
" PAiaw, p(haw, young Belzebub is bit.** 

Thus pleas'd in mind, he cdls a chair, 
Adjuib, and combs, and courts the fair i 
The fpell takes place, and alT goes lightt 
And happy he employs the night 
In fweet embraces, balmy kifies, 
And riots in the blifs of blifTes. 
•* O joy," cried he, *• that has no equal !** 
But hold — no raptures — ^mark the fequeL 
For now, whea near the morning's dawn, 
The youth began as 'twere to yawn ; 
His eyes a iilky dumber feiz'd. 
Or would have done, if Pug had pleas'd t 
But that officious Dsemon near. 
Now buzz'd for bufinefs in his ear : 
In hafte, he names a thoufand dungs; 
The goblin pliea his wicker wings. 

And 
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And in a trice returns to aik 

Another and another taik. 

Now palaces are built and towers. 

The work of ages in few hours. 

Then ftorms are in an inftant rais'd. 

Which the next moment are appeas'd. 

Now (howers of gokl and gems are rain'd> 

As if each India had been drained : 

And he, in one aftonifh'd view. 

Sees both Golconda and Peru. 

Thefe things, and flranger things than thefe. 

Were done with equal fpeed and eafe. 

And now to Rome poor Pug he'll fend ; 

And Pug foon reach'd his journey's end. 

And foon returned with fuch a pack 

Of bulls and pardons at his back, 

That now, the Squire {who had {omt hope 

In holy water and the pope) 

Was out of heart, and at a iland 

What next to wifh, and what command ; 

Invention flags, his brain grows muddy. 

And black defpair fucceeds brown fludy. 

In ^is diftrefs the woeful youth 

Acquaints the nymph with all the truth. 

Begging her counfel, for whofe fake 

Both foul and body were at ilake. 

*« And is this all?" replies the fair: 

*^ Let me alone to cure this care. 

** When next your Daemon (hall appear, 

** Pray give him — look, what I hold here, 

"And 
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** And bid him labour, foon or late, 
" To lay thefe ringlets lank and ftrait.** 
Then, fomething fcarcely to be fccn, 
Her finger and her thumb between 
She held, and fweetly (miling, cry'd^ 
« Your Goblin's fkill fhall now be tryU'* 

She faid ; and gave — ^what fhall I call 
That thing fo (hining, crifp, and (mall. 
Which round his finger ftrave to twine t 
A tendril of the Cyprian vine ? 
Or fprig firom Cytherea's grove ; 
Shade of the labyrinth of love ? 
With awe, he now takes from her hand 
That fleece-like flower of fairy land : 
Lefs precious, whilom, was the fleece 
Which drew the Argonauts from Greece ; 
Or that, which moden^ ages fee 
The fpur and prize of chivalry^ 
Whofe curls of kindred texture grace 
Heroes and kings of Sf^ani(h race. 

The fpark prepared, and Pug at.hand^ 
He ifliies, thus, his fl:ri£^ command : 
'< This line, thus curve and thus orbicular, 
** Render dire6i, and perpendicular; 
" But fo dire£^, that in no fort 
** It ever may in rings retort. 
** See me no more till this be done : 
" Hence, to thy tafk — avaunt, be gone." 

Away the fiend like lightning flies. 
And all his wit to work applies : 

Anvils 
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Anvils and preifes he employs. 

And ^nswhok kell with hammering iioMb% 

In vain : he to no terms can bring 

One twirl of that relnflant thing .; 

Th' elaiiic ftbve mocks his paitts^ 

And its firft fpiral ferm retains. 

New ftratagems the fprite contrives. 

And down the depths of fea he dives': 

*• This fprunt its pertnefs fure will loie, 

** "When laid (faid he) to foak in ooae.^ 

Poor foolifh ficnd^! he little knew 

Whence Venus and her garden grew. 

Old Ocean, with paternal waves 

The child of his own bed receives ; 

Which oft as dipt new force exerts. 

And in more vigorous curls reverts. 

So when to earth Aleides iuKg 

The huge Astssus, whence he fprung^ 

From every fall frefli ftre»gth he gain-'d^ 

And with new life the fight maintained. 

The bailed GobUn grows perpkx'd. 

Nor knowa what fli^t to pradilie next ; 

The more he tries, the more he fails; 

Nor charm^ nor art, nor fbsce avails. 

But all concinr-his fhame to ^w. 

And more exa^erate the foe. 

- And now he penfive turns and fad. 

And looks hke melancholic mad« 

He rolls his eyes now off, now on 

That wonder&l phaaomenon* 

Some* 
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''Sometimes he twifts and twrrls it round» 
Then, paufing, meditates profound: 
Na end he fees of his furprife, 
Nor what it fhould be can dcrife": 
For never was yet wool or feather. 
That could ftand buff againft all weather ; 
And unrelax'd, like this, refift 
Both wind and rain, aad &ow and mift. 
What ftiifF, or whence, or how 'twas made. 
What fpinfler which could fpin fuch thread. 
He nothing knew ; but, to his coll. 
Knew all his fame and labour lofl^ 
Subdued, abafli'd, he gave it o'er ; 
'Tis faid, he blufh*d; • tis fure, he fwore 
Not all the wiles that hell could hatch 
Could conquer that Superb Muftach* 
Defeated thus, thuB difcontent. 
Back to the man the Daemon went : 
** I grant," quoth he> " our contrad null, 
'** And give you a discharge in full. 
** But tell me now, in name of wonder, 
** (Since I fo candidly knock under) 
** What is this thing ? Where could it growl 
•* Pray take it — .ft is in ftatu quo. 
'** Much good nuy*t do you ; for my part, 
*•* I wafti my hands oft from my heart.'* 
« In truth. Sir Goblin or Sir Fairy," 
Replies the lad, " you're too fogn weary* 
^* What, leave this trifling taflc undone i 
*< And, think'ft thou thi& the only oae ? 

**Ala8! 
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" Alas I were this falxjued, thou*dft find 
** Millions of more fuch fbill behind ; 
** Which might employ, ev'n to eternity, 
** Both you and all your whole fiatemity,'* 
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PEASANT IN SEARCH OF HIS HEIFER. 

A TALE AFTER M. DE LA FONTAINE* 

TTfo befell: a filly fwaia 
-*■ Had fought his heifer long in vain ; 
For wanton (he had friiking ftray'd. 
And left the lawn, to feek the (hade. 
Around the plain he rolls his eyes. 
Then to the wood in hafte he hies ; 
Where, fingling out the faireft tree. 
He climbs, in hopes to hear or fee. 

Anon, there chanced that way to pafa 
A jolly lad and buxom lafs : 
The place was apt, the paftime pleafant;. 
Occafion with her forelock prefent ; 
The girl agog, the gallant ready ; 
So lightly down he lays my lady. 
But fo ihe turn'd, or fo was laid, 
That fhe fome certain charms difplay'd,. 
Which with fuch wonder llruck his fight 
(With wonder, much ; more, with delight} 
That loud he cry'd in rapture, " Wliat ? 

•^ What fee I, gods ! What fee I not !'" 

But 
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But nothmg nam'd ; from whence 'tis gnefs'd^ 
Twas more than well could be exprefs'd. 

The clown aloft, who lent an car, 
Straight ftopt him fhort in mid career ; 
And louder cry'd, " Ha! honeft friend,. 
•* That of ^hy feeing feeft no end ; 
** Doft fee the heifer that I fcek ? 
•* If doft, pray be fo kind to fpeakJ* 
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T O^ 

V E N U ST.: 

SING, Mufe, the force and' all-informing fire,, 
or Cyprian Venus, goddefs of defirc: 
Her charms th^ immortal mind* of gpds can move,, 
And tame the ftubbom race of men to love. 
The wilder herds, and ravenous beafts of prey,. 
Her influence ftelj and' own her kindly fway. 
Thro' pathlefs air, and b'oundlefs ocean's fpace,^ 
She rules the feather'd kind and finny race ; 
Whole nature on her fole fupport depends. 
And far as life exifts, her care extends. 

Of all the numerous hoft of gods above^. 
But three are found inflexible to love* 

Vol. XXXIV. X: Bljic^ 
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Blae-ey'd Minerva free prefcrves her hearti 

A virgin unbegnil'd by Cnpid's art ; 

In (hining arms the martial maid defights^ 

O'er war prefides, and wdl^ifpnted fights ; 

With thirft of feme fhe firft the hero firM, 

And firil the ikill of nfefiil arts iafpir -d ; 

Taught artifts firft the carving tool to wield. 

Chariots with braft to arm, and form the fencefiil 

fhidd: 
She firft taught modeft maids in early bloom, 
To (hun the hzj Kfe, and fpin, or ply the loom. 

Diana next the Paphian queen defies. 
Her fmiling arts and proffer'd friendfhip flies : 
She loves, with well-mouth'd hounds and cheerful horn, 
Or filver- founding voice, to wake the mom. 
To wound the nnountain boar, or roufe the wood- 
land deer ; 
To draw the bow, or dart the pointed fpear. 
Sometimes^ of gloon^y groves fhe likes the fliades. 
And there of virgin-nymphs the chorus leads ; ' 
And fometimes feeks the town, and leavea the p^s, 
And loves fociety where virtue reigns. 

The third cekftial power averfe to love 
Is virgin Yefta^ dear to mighty Jove ; 
Whom Neptune Ibugkt to wed, and Phoebus wooM *r 
And both with frmtlefs labour long purfu'd« 
For (he, feverely chafte, rejected both. 
And bound her purpofe with a folemn oath» 
A virgin life invidlale to lead ; 
She fwore, and Jove aflenting, bow'd hia head. 

But 
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But fince her rigid choice the joys dcnyM 

Of nuptial rites, and bleiSngs of a bride, 

The bounteous Jove with gifts that want fupplyN 

High oh a throne (he fits amidft the fkies, 

And firil is fed with fumes of facrificc ; 

For holy rite^ to Vcfta firft are paid, -j 

And on her altar firft-fruit offerings laid ; > 

So Jove ordain'd in honour of the maid. J 

Thefe are the powers above, and only thefcy 
Whom Ldve and Cytherea*s art difpleafe ; 
Of other beings, none in earth or fkies 
Her force refills, or influence denies. 
With eafe her charms the thunderer can Bind, - 
And captivate with love th' almighty mind : 
Ev'h he, whofe dread commands the gods obey, 
Submits to her, and owns fuperior fway, 
Enflav'd to mortal beauties by her power. 
He oft defccnds, his creatures to adore ; 
While, to conceal the theft from Juno's eyes, 
Some well-diffembled fhape the god belies. 
Juno, his wift and filler, both in place 
And beauty firft among th* acthercal race j 
Wliom, all tranfcending, ih fuperior tvorth. 
Wife Saturn got, and Cybclc brcfuglit forth : 
And Jove, by never-erring counfel fwayM, 
The partner of his bed and empire made. 

But Jove at lengthy with jofl refentment fir'd. 
The laughing qtieen herfelf with love infpVd. 
Swift through her veins the fweei contagion ran. 
And kindled In tier breaft deflre of mortal man^ 

-X 2 That 
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That (he, Kke other deities^ might prove 

The pains and pleafures of inferior love;. 

And n6t infultingly the gods deride, 

Whofe fozis^were human by the mother's fide :. 

Thu8> Jove ordain'd,. ihe. now for man (hould bun,, 

And bring forth mortal offspring in: her turn. 

Amongft the fprings which flow from Ida's head,, 
His lowing herdft. the young Anchifes fed $ 
Whofe godlike form and face the Imiling queen 
Beheld, and lov'd to madnefs, foon as feen : 
To Cyprus flraight the wounded goddefs flies,. y 
Where Paphian temples in her honour rife,.. f 

And altars fmoke with daily facrificc,. -^ 

Soon as arriv'd, (he to her fhrine repair'd,. 
Where entering quick, the fliining gates flic barr'd i 
The ready Graces wait, her baths prepare, 
And oint with fragrant oils her flowing hair, 
Her flowing hair around her flioulders fpreads,. 
And all adown ambrofial' odour flieds. 
Laft, in tranfparent robes her limbs they fold,. 
Enrich'd with ornaments of pureft gold ;. 
And, thus attir'd, her chariot flie afcends. 
And, Cyprus left, her flight to Troy flic bends*. 

On Ida flie alights, thea. feeks the. feat. 
Which lov'd Anchifes chofe for his retreat ;/ 
And ever as flie walked through lawn or wood,. 
Promifcuous herds of beads admiring flood; 
Some humbly follow, while fome Owning meet,. 
And lick the ground, and crouch beneath her feet. 

DogSf. 
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13ogs, lions, wolves, and bears, their eyes unite, 
And the fwift panther Hops to gaze with fixM delighw^' 
Tor e««2ry glance fhe gives foiPt fire imparts, 
Enkindling fwcet defire in favage hearts. 
Inflam'd with love, all fingle out their mates, 
And to their fhady dens each pair retreats. 

Meamhne the tent flie fpies fo much defir*dj 
Where her Anchifes Was alone retir'd'; 
Withdrawn from all his friends ahd fellow-fwains, 
Who fed their flocks beneath, and fought the plains ; 
5n pleafing f<^itude the youth (he found. 
Intent upon his lyre*8 harmonious found. 
Before his eyes Jove's beauteous daughter flood. 
In form and drefs, a huntrefs of the wood ; 
Por, had he feen the goddefs undifguls'd, 
The youth with awe and fear had been furpris'd. 
FIx'd he beheld her, and with joy admir'd 
To fee^a nymph fo bright, and fo attir'd : 
For from her ^flowing robe a luftre fpread, 
As If with radiant flames (he were array'd ; 
Her hair in part dtfclos'd, and part conceal'd^ 
In ringlets fell, or was with jewels held : 
With various gold and gems her neck was gracM, 
And orient pearls hcav'd on her panting l)reaft ; 
Bright as the moon (he fhone, with filent light. 
And charm'd his fenfe with wonder and delight. 

Thus while Anchifes gaz'd, through every vein 
A thrilling joy he fek, and pleaflng pain : 
At length he fpake — " All hail, celeftial fair ! 
" Who humbly doft to vlfit earth repair. 

X3 "WIio. 
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** Whoe'er thou art, defcended fitMn above, 

** X^tona, Cynthia^or the Queen of lA)ve ; 

'* All hail ! all honour fhsSL to thee be paid : 

" Or art thou ♦ Themis ? qr the + blue-cy'd maid ? 

** Or art thou faireft of the Graces three, 

** Who with the gods (hare immortality? 

** Or elfe, fome nymph, the guardian of thefe woods, 

** Thefe caves, thefe fruitful hills, or cryftal Boods? 

** Whoe'er thou art, in fome conipicuous field, 

'< I to thy honour will an altar build, 

•* Where holy offerings I'll each hour prepare, 

" O prove but thou propitious to my prayer I 

•* Grant me, among the Trojan race to prove 

•* A patriot worthy of my country's love ; 

** Blefs'd in myfelf, I beg I next may be 

« Ble&'d in my children and pofterity: 

** Happy in health, long let me fee the fun, 

** And, lov'd by all, late may my days be done." 

He faid. — ^Jove's beauteous daughter thus reply'd, 

** Delight of human kind, thy fex's pride 1 

*^ Honour'd Anchifes, you behold in me 

** No goddefs blefs'd with immortality ; 

<< But mortal I, of mortal mother came, 

** Otreus my father (you have heard the name), 

** Who rules the feir extent of Phrygfia's lands, 

** And all her towns and fortreffcs conunands. 

** When yet an infant, I to Troy was brought, 

*« There was I nurs'd, and there your language taught 5 

♦ The Goddefs of Equity and Right. + fallas. 

•« Then 
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^ Then wonder not, if, thus inftru^ed youngs 
** I, like my own, can fpeak tjbe Trojan tongue* 
** In me, one of Diana's nymphs behold ; 
** Why thus arriv'dy I fhall the caufe unfold* 
" As late our fports we pra&is'd on the plain, 
** I and my fellow-nymphs of Cynthia's tiain, 
** Dancing in chorus, and with garlands crown'd, 
** And by admiring crowds encompafs'd round, 
** Lo ! hovering o'er my head I faw the god. 
*^ Who Argus flew, and bears the golden rod ; 
*' Sudden he feiz'd, then bore me from their fight, 
** Cutting through liquid air his rapid flight : 
'^ O'er many ftates and peopled towns we pa&'d,. 
** O'er hills and valUes, and o'er defarts wafte ; 
** O'er barren moors, and o^er unwholelbme fens, 
*^ And woods where beafis inhabit dreadful dens. 
** Through all which pathlefs way our fpeed was fuch, 
*^ We ftopt not once the face of earth to touch. 
** Meantime he told me, while through air we fled, 
<< That Jove ordain'd I fliould Anchifes wed, 
*^ And with illuftrious offspring blefs his bed. 
** This faid, and pointing to me your abode, 
" To heaven again up-foaPd the fwift-wing'd God i 
** Thus, of neceiSty, to you I ccmie, 
*^ Unknown, and loft, far from my native hcmie* 
** But I conjure you, by the throne of Jove, 
** By all that's dear to you, by all you love, 
** By your good parents (for no bad could e'er 
<< Produce a (on fo graceful, good, and &ix)% 

X 4 <* That 
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•* Thatyoa no wflcs employ to wiii my heart, 

** But let me hence an untouched maid depart '; 

** Inviolate and guiltlefs of your bed, 

'** Let me be to your houfe and mother led. 

"•* Me to your Hither and your brothers (how, 

" And our alliance firfti'let l^em a&ow : 

** Let me 'be known, and my condition ^wn'd, 

** And no imequal match I may be found. 

•« Equality to them my "birth may claim, 

« Worthy a daughter's or a lifter's name, 

** Though for your wife of too inferior fame. 

** Next, let ambafTadors to Phrygia hafte, 

** To tell my father of my fortunes paft, 

** And eafe my mother in that anxious ftatc 

** Of doubts and fears, which carec for me create. 

** They, in return, (hall prefents bring from thence 

" Of rich attire, and fums of gold immenfe: 

<* You in peciiMar fhj31 with gifts be grac'd, 

** In price and beauty far above the reft. 

*< This done, perform the rites of nuptial love, 

** Grateful to men below, and gods above." 

She faid, and from her eyes fliot fubtle fires. 

Which to his heart iniinuate defires. 

Refiftlefs love invading thus his breaft. 

The panting youth the fmiling queen addrefs'd. 
** Since; mortal you, of mortal mother came, 

^* And Otreus you report your father's name ; 

^* And iince th* immortal Hermes from above, 

-^^ To execute the dread commands of Jove, 

*»*your 
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** Your wondrous beauties hither has conveyM, 

** A nuptial life with me henceforth to lead : 

•* Know, now, that neither gods nor men have powV 

V'One minute to defer the happy hour; 

*** This inilant wiU I feize upon thy charmB, 

** 'Mix with thy foul, and melt within thy arms': 

** Tho' Phoebus, arm'd with his unerring dart, 

** Stood ready to transfix my panting heart ; 

** Tho* death) tho' hell, in confequence attend, 

** Thou fhalt with me the genial bed aicend." 

He faid, and fudden fnatch'd her beauteous hand % 
The goddefs fmil'd, nor didth' attempt withftand^ 
But fix'd her eyes upon the hero's bed, 
Where foft and fiU^en -coverlets were fprcad. 
And over all a counterpane was plac'd, 
Thick fown with furs of many a favage beaft. 
Of bears and lions, heretofore his fpoil ; 
And ftill remained the trophies of his toil. 

Now to afcend the bed they both prepare. 
And he with eager haiie difrobes the fair. 

Her fparkling necklace iirfl he laid afide ; 
Her bracelets next, and braided hair untied : 
And now, his bufy hand her zone unbrac*d, 
Which girt her radiant robe around her waifl ; 
Her radiant robe, at laft, afide was thrown, 
Whofe rofy hue with dazzling luftre (hone. 

The Queen of Love the youth thus difarray'd> 
And on a chair of gold her veftments laid. 
Anchifes now (fo Jove and fate ordain'd) 
Tiic fweet extreme of ccflafy attain'd ; 

And 
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And morts^ bty vm liM th' immortab U€&'4» 
Not confcious of the goddds he poffi^d. 

But when the fwaias thdr fiocka and herds had 
fed. 
And from the flow'rj field returaing, led 
Their iheep to ibidy nad oxen to the fhed ; 
In foft suad pleafiag chains of fleep profoundf 
The wary goddefs her Anchifes hound : 
Then gently rifing firom his fide and hed. 
In all her bright attire her limbs array'd. 

And now her fair-crown'd head aloft (he reai8» 
No^ more a moprtal, but herfelf a^ears : 
Her face refulgent, and majeftic mien, 
Confefs'd the goddefs, love's and beauty's queen* 

Then thus aloud fhe calls. *^ Anchifes, wake ; 
<• Thy fond repofe and lethacgy foriake : 
** Look on the nymph who late from Phrygia came» 
** Behold me well — ^fay, if I feem the feme." 

At her firft call the chains of fleep were broke^ 
And, ftarting from his bed, Anchifes woke : 
But when he Venus view'd without difguife. 
Her fhining neck beheld, and radiant eyes ; 
Awed and abaih'd, he tum'd his head afide. 
Attempting with his robe his face to hide. 
Confus'd with wonder, and with fear opprefs'd. 
In winged words he thus the queen addre&'d. 

« When firft, O goddefs, I thy form beheld^ 

** Whofe charms fo fer humanity excelled ; 

** To thy celeftial pow'r my vows^ I paid, 

** And with humility implor'd thy aid: 

« But 
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** But thou, for fecrct caufe to me unkoowni 

** Didil thy diyine immortal ftate difown. 

** But npw, I beg thee by the filial love 

** Due to thy fathert iBgis-bearipg Jove» 

** Compaifion on my human ftate to ihow $ 

'^ Nor let me lead a life in^rm bdow : 

*' Defend me from the woes ¥fhich paortab wsiit» 

'< Nor let me fh^e of men the con^on fate : 

*^ Since never man with length of days was Ueft» 

*• Who in delights of love a deity pofFefs'd." 

To hinx Jove's beauteous daughter thus replied ; 
«« Be bold} Anchifes ; in my love confide : 
** Nor me^ nor other god, thou needft to fear, 
** For thou to all the hes^v'nly race art dear. 
*< Know, from our loves, thou (halt a fon obtaiOf 
" Who over all the realm of Troy fhall reign ; 
** From whom a race of mooarchs fhaU defcend^ 
*^ And whofe pofterity (hall know no end* 
" To him thou flialt the name ^neas give, 
** As one, for whofe conception I muft grieve, 
« Oft as I think he to exiil began 
" From my conjundUon with a mortal man." 

But Troy, of all the habitable earth. 
To a fuperior race of men gives birth ; 
Producing heroes of th* aethereal kind. 
And next refembling gods ii^ form and mind. 

From thence great Jove to azure fkies conveyed,. 
To live with gods, the lovely Ganymede. 
Where, by th' immortals honoured, (ftrange to fee !) 
The youth enjoys a blefs*d eternity. 

In 
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In bowls of gold he ruddy nedar pours. 
And Jove regales in his unbended hours. 
L.ong did the king, his fire, his abfence mourn. 
Doubtful by whom, or where the boy was borne : 
Till Jove, at length, in pity of his grie^ 
Difpatch'd Argicides to his relief; 
And more, with gifts to pacify his mmd. 
He fent him horfes of a deathlefe kind, 
Whofe feet outftript, in fpeed, the rapid wind^ 
Charging withsd fwift Hermes te relate 
The youth's advancement to a heavenly ftate; 
Where all his hours are paft in circling joy. 
Which age can ne'er decay, nor death defkroy. 
Now, when this embafiy the kinjsf receives. 
No more for abfent Ganymede he grieves ; 
The pleafing news his aged heart revives. 
And with delight his fwift-hecl'<i fteeds he drivieB^ 

** But when the gold-enthron'd Aurora made 
"** Tithonus partner of her rofy bed, 
** (Tithonus too was of -the Trojan Hne, 
•* Refembling gods in face and form divine) 
** For him (he ftrait the Thunderer addrefs'd, 
** That with perpetual life he might be blefs'd : 
•* Jove heard her pray 'r, and granted her requeft. 
** But ah ! how rafh was fhe, how indifcrect! 
^* The moft material blefling to omit ; 
"** NegleAing, or not thinking to provide, 
^* That lengthof days might be with ftrength fuppHed; 
" And to her lover*^ esdlefs life, engage 
•* An endkfs youlVv,. mcw^Uit of «.^e. 
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•* But hear what fate befell this heav'hly fair, 
** In gold enthron'd,,the brighteft child of air.. 
** Tithonus, while of pleaiing youth pofiefs'd,. 
** Is by Aurora with delight carefs'd ;. 
** Dear to her arms, he in her court reiides, 
** Beyond the verge of earth,^ and ocean's, utmoft. 
tides, 

" But when (he faw grey hauu begin to fpread,. 
" Deform. his beard,. and difadbm hia.head, 
** The goddefs cold in her embraces grew, 
^ His arms declined, and from his bed withdrew;. 
** Yet ftiU a kind of nurfing care fhe fhow'd, 
^ And food ambrofial, and rich clothes beftow'd:.. 
** But when, of age he felt the fad extreme, 
" And ev'ry nerve was (hrunk, and. limb was lamCy. 
**' Lock'd in a room her ufdefs fpoufe fhe left,, 
** Of youth, of vigour, and of voice bereft* 
** On terms, like thefe, I never can defire 
** Thou (houldfl to inmiortality afpire. . 

** Couldfl thou indeed, as now thou art, remain,. 
** Thy fh-ength, thy beauty,, and thy youth retain,, 
** Gouldft thou for ever thus my hu{band prove, 
** I might live happy in thy endlefs love ; 
** Nor (hould I e'er have caufe to dread the day, 
*• When I muft mourn. thy lofs and life's decay. 
** But thou, alas! too foon and fure muft bend 
** Beneath the woes which painful age attend;. 
** Inexorable age ! whofe wretched ftatc 
^ All mortals dread,, and all immortals hate*. 
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«* Now, know, I alfo niuft my portiori (hare^ 
•* And for thy fake rt{)roach and fliame tnttft beat. 
•* For I, who heretofore lii chains of lotre 
** Could captivate the ixiiiids of gods a1i>ove, ' 
•• And force them, by my all-fubduiiig charihs, 
** To figh and languifh in a woman's arliis : 
•* Muft now no more that pow*r fuperior boaft, 
•* tioT tax with weaknefs the celeftial hoft ; 
5* Since I myfelf this dear amends have made, 
** And am at laft by my own arts betray'd. 

** Erring like them, with appetite deprav'd, 
** This hour, by thee, I have a fori conceived ; 
•* Whom hid beneath my zone, I miift conceal, 
*• Till time hisWng and my, fliame reveal. 

'* Mim fliall the nymphs who thefe fair t^ot)d» 
adorn, 
** In their deep bofoms nurfc, as foon as bom ; 
** They nor of mortal nor immortal feed 
** Are faid to fpring, yet on ambrbfia feed, 
** And long they live, and oft in chorus join 
** tVith gods and goddeffes in dance divine. 
** Thefe the SHeni court ; thefe Hermes loves, 
** And their embraces feeks In ftiady groves. 
** Theif origin and birth £hefe hyniphs deduce 
** From common parent earth's prolific juice ; 
** With lofty firs which grace the mountain's brov^, 
•* Or ariiple-fpreading oaks at once they groW ; 
** All have their trees allotted to th^ir cafe, 
** Whofe growth, duration, ani decfeafe they (hare. 

"But 
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«« But holy are thcfe gtoves by riiottA hdd| 
** And thetefbrt by tlw ax are ftcvcr fefl'd* 
<< But \rhen the fate of fome Mf tfte drtiw« iii^, 
« It firft appears to droop, aAd then gro^ dry ; 
<* The bark to crack and perifh neit k ife*n> : 
<* And laft the boughs it flicddj tio loiig*^ gweii t 
•* And thus the nymphs expire by like degrees, 
** And live and die coaeval with their trees- 

** Thefe gentle nymphs, by my perfuafion won, 
«* Shall in their fweet receffes nurfe my fon ; 
•* And when his cheeks with youth's firft blufhes 

glow, 
** To thee the facred maids the boy (hall (how. 

" More to inftruft thee, when five years fhall end, 
** I will again to vifit thee defcend, 
•* Bringing thy beauteous fon to charm thy fight, 
" Whofe godlike form fhall fill thee with delight ; 
** Him will I leave thenceforward to thy care, 
" And will that with him thou to Troy repair : 
" There, if inquiry fhall be- made, to know 
*• To whom thou doft fo bright an offspring owe ; 
" Be fure, thou nothing of the truth deteft, 
** But ready anfwer make as I dire£U 
** Say of a fylvan nymph the fair youth came, 
** And Calycopis call his mother's name. 
** For fhouldft thou boaft the truth, and madly own 
** That thou in blifs hadft Cytherea known, 
** Jor« woldd his anger pour upon thy head, 
*^ And with avenging thunder ftrike thee dead. 

2 «« Now 
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^ Now an 18 told thecy and juft caution giv'ny 

** Be fecret thou^. and dread the wrath of heav^n*'^ 

She faidy and fudden foar'd above his iight. 
Cutting thro' liquid air her heav'tiwasd flight. 

All hail) bright Cyprian queen ! thee firft I praife^ 
Tb^ to fome other pow'r transfer mj bys*. 
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